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The  Lay  of  the 
Bantry  Bay. 

"^1*0111    London    Town  to  Pus:et  Soun<i 

And    r-Jiind    to    Jervis  Bay: 
Mercliandise,  live-stock;  timfeer-baulks, 
tEiedl  wine,  'and  yellow  sitiiff  t'liat  talks, 

We  carry  for  our  pay. 
Stow  tight  the  wool,  l>ind  casks  well  round; 

And  guard  tho  gold  full  well : 
For  wine  runs  fast  through  spigots  free; 
And  half-sprung  men  like  you  and  me 
Iffeed  guarding  when  we  put  to  sea 

Beneath    a    mystic  spell. 

For  it  isn't  ev'ry  whaler 

That  has  her  sale  ior  "chink"; 
It  isn't  ev'ry  sailor 

That  soes  without  a  kink:  ^ 
And  on  the  oW  hM-que  Bantry  Bay 

Some  slidden  thnigs  l.efel 
When  we  set  ont  for  S;,'(hiey  way 

Ani.  found  a  livins:  liell. 

Tke  skipper  sold  his  two-years'  oil^ 

And  we  our  shore-gilt  drew ; 
We  razzled  ev'ry  pub.  in  town, 
We  ksissed  the  girls,  both  white  and  brown, 

We  played  at  pak-a-pu ; 
Andi  when  the  pubs,  were  closed  we  tars 
Went  razzling  in  the  coast-boat  bars 
Until  th«  everlasting  stars 

(That  gleam   like   Lulu's  eyes) 
Were  dancing  through  tke  sky  in  pairs, 
And    "set   to   partners"    every wheres, 

-Griown  j&fty  times  in  size. 

But  it's  set  your  skip  to  ris^hts,  boys; 

The  money  comes  and  goes; 
And  be  your  pockets  full  or  not, 
The  whaler  captain  cares  no  jot 

For  you  and  all  your  woes ; 
He  runs  his  oil  and  seeks  new  freight; 
And  Tou  on  nis  affairs  must  wait : 
Woigh-up  for  far  Gahoes. 


Three  thousand  pounds  for  hig  good  white  oil 

Topped  up  our  skipper's  hoard ; 
The     banks   were  ehaky  in  Sydney  town. 
So  hie  drew  his  stuflF  to  the  last  half  crown 

And  stowed  the  coin  aboard 
In  a  hardwood  box  with  clamps  of  steel; 
Two  whiskey  casks  were   abaft  the  wheel; 
And  we  spread  our  sails    in    the     morning  gray 
On  an  outward  run  from  Jervis  Bay 
To  the  reef  where  our  vessel  was  cast  away 
Held  fast  in  a  demon's  coil. 

ThQ  skipper  came  sossled  to  steer  us  out; 

The  mate  was  soaked  to  the  eyes ; 
And  scarce  a  man  in  the  spelj-run  crew 
©trald    haul  on  his  rope;  and    the  cold  spume  flew 
®n  a  north-west  wind  from  the  waves  green-blue, 

As  the  barque  plunged  here  and  there. 
The  old  man  served  us  a  whiskey  each, 

Crying,   "Put  the  ship  about"  

And  "hell-for-Ieather"  to  I>ead  Man's  Reach 
"We  raced  from  harbor  and  sheltering  beach — 

A  drunken,  crazy  rout. 

Hi  oilskin  coat  and  rubber  boots 

The  skipper  leaped  the  rail: 

"We  drank  to  his  soul  in  whiskies  three 

Amid  the  howling  gale. 
Wp  epoke  the  mate :  "You  gay  galoots 

"All  take  the  word  from  me: 
•Tm  bully  boy  on  this  pulsing  barque ; 
•*Crack  on  more  sail,  and  before  the  dark 
•*We'll  anchor  hard  by  Ca,llan  Park 

"Or  plumb  the  outer  sea!" 

Two  masts  v/ent  fast  as  we  heard  him  yell, 

And  the  mizzen  isagged  and  roUed; 
The  green  seas  tumbled  along  the  deck, 
And  half  the  crew  astern  were  swept. 

The  mate  lurched  down  for  the  skipper's  gold, 
And  yelled,  "We're  a  spell-bound  wreck, 

"But  I'll  sv.'im  from  here  to  Cir'kler  Quay, 

"And  I'll  pay  you  there  if  you'll  follow  me ; 

"Let  the  clrl  tub  ^ink  in  the  soughing  seal" 
And  up  with  the  gold  he  crept. 


He  fell  in  tlie  swdm  as  the  mizzen  went — 
The  gold  in  his  arms  held  fast — 
The  hull  held  on  amid  the  swill 
Till  half  the  gale  was  spent; 
And  a  sober,  sorry  lot  at  last, 
We  heard  the  coast  wares  hooming  past; 
And  next  the  swirl  of  the  strangling  waves 

Took  all  my  mates  to  hidden  graves  

And  I  am  with  them  still : 


For  all  must  die  in  some  ways  : 

But  not  the  dead  alone 
Ai-e  held  in  thrall  to  dumb  ways 

That  speak  without  a  ton«?; 
And  dead  and  quick  foregather 

Whose  souls  have  dared  the  fray 
And  proved  that  man's  hereafter 

Is  with  him  all  the  way. 


Jj&vin,  1916, 


The  Bees. 

A  wild  bee  toiled  'neath  the  Summer's 

To  g:ather  his  Winter  store — 
JSadh  diawn  of  morn  saw  his  task  begun, 
Nor  ceased  his  toil  till  the  day  had*  run. 

And  the  Summer  time  was  o'er. 

2. 

When  leaves  by  the  chilly  winds  were  tost, 

And  the  flowers  had  withered  grown, 
A  robber  came,  and  his  sweets  were  lost — 
And  the  wild  bee  starved  in  the  Winter's  fro«?fc. 
Through  a  fault  that  was  not  his  own. 

3. 

So,  too,  men  strive,  while  their  summeans  espmSisi 

For  the  Winter  of  Later  Years  ; 
But  Life  is  la  riddle  that  none  may  reiad — 
One  reaps  the  spoil  of  a  thousand's  meed: 
And  being  is  toil  and  teai^. 


Avisford,  N.S.W.,  Ouly  5,  1898. 


A  Trace  to  the  Otitward  Bound. 


A  truce  to  songis  of  the  Outward  Bound. 

My  tbeme  lies  nearer  home : 
iVessels  that  spewed  by  stream  and  sound, 
lYear  J>y  year,  in  a  weekly  round — 

That  come  and  go  and  come. 
Ten-ton  burthen  to  one-two-two — 
iLbad'  in  a  hurry,  and'  rush  them  through — 
Cheer  for  a  life  on  the  ocean  blue. 

Though  ever  in  sight  of  land. 

Imner  Harbor  and  iGiisborne  Reach — 

Tallow  land  wool  away! 
Barrels  and  bales^  with  a  c«rse  for  each, 
Surfing    them    out  from  a  sounding  beach, 

"W«et  to  the  back  with  spray. 
Brenohed  or  dry,  stow  the  wool  aboard ; 
Fire  risk,  biar  ri&k,  both  ignored^ — 
Head  for  the  open  and  trust  in  Gord, 

And  float  or  sink  or  strand. 

Diamonds    black  from  The  Grey  we  bring; 

Grimy  and  black  are  we! 
"life  on  the  ocean  wave,"  we  sing; 
[VTe  are  the  boys  that  have  their  fling(?) 

Sons  of  the  coast-bound  sea! 
Oeaving  the  billowy  waves  in  twain — 
'Oept  when  they  whoop  down  the  deck  amain— 
Sort  of  a  here-we^are-again- 

lYouris-truly-sans-command. 

Foxton  trips  make  a  weiary  diay ; 

Freights  cut,  to  beat  ''the  rails"; 
High  is  the  pressure  when  smiail    the  pay — 
©it  on  the  valve  while  the  screw  makes  play^ 

And  over  the  bar  she  sails : 
Sand-banks  flanking  the    course    we  steer, 
ShalUws  ahead  and  surge  in  rear ; 
Itufih  and  hustle  from  moor  to  cle^ar; — 

The  coaster's  life  ie  grand!  1 


5 


,'Oo€kies  sora-tcMng        Wairau  PikiH. 
Offer  a  freq-iaent  fr^iglit: 
Hay  ajttd  ckaff  for  Ponefe©  m^n. 
Pigs  amd  poultry  and  barley  .gnaia — 

Bar  river  here;  cian't  wait! 
"So  long,  Lucas,"  our  skipper  crieE; 
''So  lon-g,  Eckford,"  he  loud  replies, 
''Rattle  her  through  and  condemn  your  eyes'^ ; 
We  ARB  a  happy  hand! 

Ten  mile  stretch  where  the  curved  wave  spills  j 

Reefs  from  the  seas  just  clear  : 
FlaKhtorne    girt  by  her  limeHcr'owned  hillk, 
Kekeran^u,  where  no  man  tills, 

OaJl  for  ue  once  a  year. 
Sheepskin,  riabbitskin,  wool  and  hide; 
Stamd  to  your  waist  in  the  rolling  tide, 
Gin  to  tlie  neck  keeps  the  salt  outside, 

And  the  surf-boats  rise  and  fall. 

Deep-sea  sailors  and  coaster  men 

Same  in  the  end  shall  be. 
Little  matters  the  how  or  wh-en, 
Skirting  headlands  or  lost  to  ken 

Tm  leagues  of  the  outer  sea. 
Short  or  long,  comes  a  sure  relief  : 
Billow  or  berg  or  the  shelvihg  reef, 
/Wiiat  matters?  since  Doath  iis  eaeh  sailor'e  chief 

And  his  final,  port  of  call. 


iWellingti^n,  July  7,  1905. 


Demos  and  Monarchy. 


(Sonnet   suggested   by   the    Russo-Franco  Rapppodt- 
ement,  1897.) 


Diemos   and  Absolutiem   haTe   met  'toigetlier; 
Decadence   and   Despotism   have   kissed  each' 
other. 

Lo!  Muscovite  and  Gaul  embrace  each  other! 

While  on  the  air  resounds  the  Marseillaise ; 

The  song  a  nation  shrieked  in  bygone  days 
O'er  faMing  desipots,  croon  they  to  another. 
Thus  present  shifts  the  old  ideals  smother. 

And  blend  monarchial  and  republic  bays — 

While  D'emos  viewis  supine,  nor  dares  to  raise 
His  voice  'gainst  him  who  hails  the  despot  brother.- 

Thus  what  the  world  has  won  by  painful  stages : 
The   glorious  triumph   of  the   people's  right, 

Writ  with  men's  blood  in  hist'ry's  ample  pages. 
Is  trampled  on  by  pigmies  forced  to  might ; 

And  Freedom  languishes  along  the  A're^, 
By  treach'ry  los'ing  all  she  gains  in  fight. 

%dney,  N.S.W.,  1897. 

^^WHO     RUNS    ]VIAY  READ.'^ 

One  tyrant  rises  where  another  fell ; 

Another  triumph  is  •pr^olaimed  in  hell: 

Still  Liberty   a   flag  besmirched  must  wave, 

And  stalk  with  bloody  sword  where  yawns  her  grave. 

Levin,   March  17,  1917. 

Klsmcl. 

Awhile  we  struggle  on  Life's  devious  way. 

With   faltering   steps   and  slow: 
Our  aims  and  hopes  ebids  us  day  by  day, 

And  faint  and  fainter  grow. 
Then  Fate's  long  arm,  which  nought  on  earth  may  bar 

Save  for  a  dubious  day, 
Across  the  barriers  of  things  that  are. 

Puts  forth,  and  grasps  its  prey. 


Sydney,  October,  '1897. 
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To  a  Friendly  Critic. 

I  sing  of  Life  ^as  I  have  found  its  woof; 
And  if  my  themes  show  Pessimism's  lode 
I  sianply  say,  ''My  lines  were  as  my  ode," 
And  joys  of  Life  from  me  long  held  aloof. 
2 

From  earliest  years  I  felt  how  hardship's  sway 
Retards  the  aspirations  of  the  soul, 
And  poverty  and  .care  their  hnrdens  roll 

On  high-strung  minds  that  seek  the  upward  way. 

a 

To  weary  minds  o'er  cast  with  -cynic  madness 

Joy  is  a  cypTier,  bliss  for  ever  fled. 
How  shall  man's  mind  deflect  his  lay  to  gladness 
When  hope  is  dormant  and  helief  lies  dead? 

Sydney,  N.S,.W.,  January  6,  1898. 


On  Receipt  of  a  Letter. 

Here  is  a  proof  that  fondest  protestations 
Are  frail,   and  changeful  as  the  fleeting  day, 

That  strenuous   love  has  is'trongeet  aberrations 
And  by  its  own  quintessence  wilts  away. 

Some  hearts   there   are  of   constancy  unbending 
On  whom  detraction's   powers   may  not  avail, 

Whose  love  is  boundless,  fathomless,,  unending, — 
Hearts  that  hold  fast  though  fiends'  harsh  hate 


But  more,   alasi   are  mirrors  of  a  season. 
Reflecting  passion   m  a  like  degree; 

And   sepv^ratlon  ever   augurs  treason. 

Though  present  love  be  ardent,  full  and  free. 

The   envious  whisper  born  of  base  detraction 
Grows  clarion-tongued  for  ears  to  doubt  attuned ; 

Ill-balanced    faith   pr'ocures    its   own  refraction, 
Where  trusting  hearts  by  courage  were  relumed. 
5 

Orieve  not!      Such   f'T5;ib  Inve,   fo  flnctTTr.ting, 
Unworthy  is  that   mn.n   r'^-nld   ve^t  uror.  ; 

The  heart   'twixt  tru^t  .  n^^d  .  dcubtiKg  va'iirfiting 
Is  better  lost  thnn  v:ot\, 

Sydney,  "December  :0.  1897. 


The  Legion  o£  the  Lackers. 

There  is  a  mighty   army  whose  retreat,  leng-since" 
begun, 

Groeis  westward,  wcistward  ever,  with  the  progress 
of  the  sun; 

An  army  never  marshalled,   never  numbered,  never 
led, 

"Whose   wages  are  but   S'Caitty,    and   whose  soldiers- 

pooirl'yi  fed : 

The  Legion  of  the  feackers,  by  the  force  of  Trant 
bid  range. 

Whose     proispects     have     been     mangled     by  the 
Juggerna-Mt   of  Change. 

2. 

All  thToaigh  tjie  land  they  wander,  by  an  e-vil  faete 
dismayed ; 

Few  iar&  the   chian>D^s   life   affords   the  derekcts  of 
trade. 

In  vain  is  their  endeavor  into  other  ranks  to  glide— 
ALli   laJhor   is    skilled   lahor  to   the   men   by  trade 
denied. 

From     post   to   pillar   (JriTen,   they   pursue  thj^ir 

weary  quest, 
Till   they   find  life's   manumission   in  the  Scylla  of 

the  West. 

3 

Hail    to    the  ag©    of    progress!    we    are    om  an 
upward  way  I 

And  the  woj'ld  gioes  leaping  onward  to  the  bourne 

of    perfect  day. 
Soon  will  come  the  consummation  of  the  tlieoristie 

plan. 

And  the  onvrard  march  of  Progress  (shali  evolve  a 
pea  fect  man : 

In  the   clank    of   mechanism   sounds   the   toos-in  of 
the  f^ee, 

And  ths  eui'P©  that  came  with  Adam  erer  exorcised 
shdl  .  be. 

4; 

XN'^iat  matters  it'  that  countless  hearts  for  lii^ets  in 
ruin  bleed? 

The   good   of  unhorn   milHions   surely   justifies  the 
deed !  ! 

The  Pathway  of  Advanoemeiit  was   with  hardships- 
erer  paj-ed, 


Amd   hf   ^present  ^ijier  iBnaff'ring   futiure  jaigooiy  is 
saved  : 

,T9ie     recGrds  of   mvention   are   mith  confiranation 
tkick, 

',^kxym.     ..idbe      ootton-spinr^er'fi      ''jenny"      to  ^316 
"Mjerganihaier's"  click. 

5 

^' All  men  are  born  to  ttrouTile,"  said  tlie  Israelitisli 

safge, 

.jLnd  t'here'e  little  room  for  doubting  that  tiiey  get 

their  heritage. 
Thougti  perfection  may  come  floating  on  Invention's 

flofwing  tides, 
*Tis  the  lust  for  wealth  and  i>ower' — not  philanthropy 

tlaat    ,^uddes ; 

.A*d,   -^©ugh   future   good  me^    follow,    those  who 

n#w  the  hardshi^ps  bear 
In   ifee   '•iank    of   meckanisi*   hear   the  Tocsin  of 
Despair. 

%ine-y,  N.S.W.,  1898. 


Fortanc  Craf  t 

Sailing  upon  uncharted  waters  wide, 

Far,  f«,r  from  land,  while  billows  roll  between, 
The  slii^s  of  Fate  ai'e  faocifully  seen, 

Out  wher«  the  mystic  sisters  three  abide : 

'Bravely  contending  with  opposing  tide, 

Beset  with  storrn  and  stress  of  Fortune's  spleen, 
like  modern  Argons  through  the  billows  green 

■^Eheir  course  they  hold  to  goals  by  Fate  denied. 

Some  with  the  snowy  sails  of  Hope  outspread 

Oat  eh  the  first  breath  of  Fortume's  favoring  wind ; 

•OtheB,s  though   slower,   daily  forge  ahead, 
But  more,   discouraged,  daily   drop  behind; 

And  some,   from  Hope's  bright  spirit  ev-er  fled, 
■Lie  derelict,  and  ne'er  will  haven  find. 

Wellington,  1892. 


The  Old  Schoolhou  se. 


Before  some   seeming   wizard  spell 

Time's    fetters    fell    away  r 
Tiirough  bygone  scenes,   remembered  welly 

Again  my  pathway  lay; 
Beside  Omaka's  sinuous  stream 
I  roved  again  in  waking  dream, 
And  caught  the  glamor  of  the  gleam 
That   Tanished   pleasures   spread : 
The  gargfoyled  Isichoolhoiuse   rose   to  Tl«iWy 
My   comrades   all — a   merry  •"crew — 
Whose   joy   of  life  ^spontaneous  grew 
With   er'ry   hour  that  fled. 

2 

The  miasteir's  weM-remembered  form 

Methinkis  lagain   I  see 
Long  dead,  he  lives  ;  his  name  kept  warm? 

In    kindly  memory. 
And  men  made  donr  by  trials  sore 
Siport    gleefully,    grown   boys  once  more, 
While  in  the   playground's  fttful  troax 

My  ears  find  music  sweet : 
I  hear  the  jangle  of  the  bell 
And   mark   the   flooded   river's  swell; 
Old  friends  who  by  the  wayside  fell 

Are  there  my  stepsi  to  greet. 

OSheu!  Ehen!  the  years  speed  on, 

With  trials  in  their  train; 
In  vain  we  sigih  for  joys  bygone 

And  boyish  hearts  aigadn. 
The  talel  is  old  on  ev'ry  side: 
Divergfent   wjayts  thei  btand  daviide,, 
And  some  have  prospered;  some  have  died^ 

Some,  weai*y,   still  seek  fame; 
THesG  win  through  force  of   heartless  deed^ 
Thiose  fail  throii^  lack  of  worldly  speed; 
But  most  because  the  blanks  exceed 

The  prizes  in  Life's  igame. 
Wellington,  N.Z.,  1896. 


Song  Words. 


THE     TIDES     OF  iOVU. 

You  kissed  my  hand  and  whispered  low — 

I  did  not  say  thee  nay — 
One  morning  in  the  long  ago 
Ere  Ttufit  had  gone  astray, 

Our  future  garbed  in  sheen  array, 
And  yet  unborn  was  Woe; 

Ah,  me!   that  well  remembered  day 
Witihin  the  long  ago. 

2 

Years  •  passed ;  and  then  you  loved  me  nob, 
And  for  relief  did  pray; 

The  joys  of  former  years  forgot — 
I  did  not   say  thee  nay: 
Flor  man  ill  brooks  a  long  delay. 

His  love  course  soon  is  run. 

While  iwoman'ei   love  burns  on  alw^ay, 

Till  Life  itself  be  done. 

3 

The  loves  of  men  like  ocean  run, 

And  vary   as  its  tide; 
^Tis  now  the  moon,  and  now  the  stin, 

To.  whom  their  torrents  gilid'©; 
l/ike  flotsam  on  the  waters  wide 

We  floiat  our  little  day, 
Til  strandfed  by  an  ebbing  tide 

OtuiT  lives  are  oast  away. 


"  Vive  rEmpcrctir." 


(Painting   by   EdotiaTd  Detaille.      Sydaey  Art 
Gallery.) 

Almost  one  hears  the  tumult  of  the  fray, 

And  thrills  to  hear  the  trumpet  sound  "Advaaoe!'* 

As  forward  dash  the  chivalry  of  France, 
In  war^s  mad  fervor  spurring  on  their  way. 
See  where  the  isunlight  on  their  steel  makes  play ; 

While  eager  all  for  vengeful  thrust  and  glance 

Of  deadly  foin,  their  peril  to  enhance, 
War's  horrent  task  they  furiouisly  essay. 
View  in  the  vian  yon  helmetless  huzzar, 

With  untrie-d  valor  gleaming  in  his  eye ; 
Mark  how  they  rush,  with  hopes  that  range  afar, 

To  risk  life's  all  upon  'a  loaded  die : 
Such  is  the  sure   uncertainty    of  war : 

Few  reap  the  glory  that  dead  millions  huy. 

Sydney,  N.iSvW.,  #a«Harir,  IBW. 

Digger  Dave. 

We've  dug  ,a  grave  for  Digger  Dave  beyo«4  tke  s^&lA- 

leiad   valley ; 

'His  iflkinal    shaft  we've  sunk  him,   and  Me'»  resfeing^ 
down  beilow. 

The  river  r-ipples  near  hi«i,  and  the  s@ngj»ir-d«  o'er 
hiim  rally., 

Where  the  spinifex  is  hrokea  and  the  iaat«:e  r«8€« 

blow. 

His  cereraetits  are  his  laolsskkis,  and  n»  •@f&«  forns 

ladorning,; 

His  ^'wasli-dish"  serves  as  pillow,  and  his  pick  lies 

close  at  haiid ; 
So  he'll  find  his  kit  <sM  resi3^  on  the  ressar-reciitt®!! 

morning, 

When  he  goes  to  seek  his  s-pirit  in  the  everlastia^g 
land. 

2 

He  was  human,  as  we  \2M  are;  so  he  had  his  littJ* 
fastings ; 

He  was  not  a  saint  in  seaming,  and  he  walked  in 

deviouts   way ; 
But    he    fought    life's    batti-e   bravely— though  Kk 

''strike®'"  were  mostly  tailings — 


A»d    his    kopes  sprang  fresk  eack  morning  on  tke 

grai\^e   of  yesterday. 
He  iiia>d^*Klrtfle  scope  for  doing ;  but  witkin  kis  spkere 

of  keiag, 

Be  always  soiigkt  to  succor  any  feaiow  man  in  need; 
And  I  tkink  tbat  in  tke  land  to  wkic";!  kis  spirit  now 
m  fleeing 

Hiey  will  judge  kim  by  kds  actions,  and  o'erlook  his 
waiat   of  creed. 

3 

0lBL  tk®  terraces  of  keaven  ke  will  proispect,  I've  he^ik 
thinking, 

As  he  did  lalong  tke  rivers   of  tke   eartk   in  days 
lof  old— 

SF»r  it  kind  of  statnds  to  reason  tkey  must  keep  til© 

picks  a'-C'Iinking 
^Wber«  tk&  saints  wear  crowns    of    glory,   and  tlie 

sta^etfe  are   paved  wiiyk  gold. 
J^wA    I'll     wager    tke    isalvtation     of    a    lone  and 

drmry  ''katter/' 
If  •id  Dave  can  journey  eartkward  when  ke  ,get®  Ms 

gcfl^en  kat, 

%at  he^ll  pound  it  in  a  mortar,   a^nd  tke  golden: 

fragments  scatter 
Vfh^me  soime  fossicker  will  strike  tbem    wken  ke*g 

surfating  tk©  flat. 

JtrMovA,  :^.S.W.,  1898. 


Bear  and  Dragon. 


Bear  and  Dmgon  in  deadly  strife, 

Land  and  ocean  incarnadine, 
iShellnfire  barter  of  lives  for  life, 

Ocean  deeps  where  tiie  dead  entwine: 
Clod  of  Battles — apart,  unseen, 

Testing  Right  in  a  scale  of  Troy — 
'Haste,  oh  hiasten  the  migjit  have  heen; 

Loose  Thy  thunder,  and  wrong  destroy : 

Bbsr  ihe  peace  of  [Nlations  trembles  on  the  balance  of 
la  h  air 

"While  the  Muscovite  Oppressor   sets  the  Orient 
aflame, 

fflife  the  land  with  bloody  murder,  leaves  the  fields 
in  ruin  bare, 
^^nd  oaMs  in  impious  protest  on  the  aegis  of  Thy 
name. 

Bofe  «ur  Gk)d  who  never  slumbers  m^ik  3s  of  T^anny 
a  tool; 

i^fll  moves  as  with  the  Israelites  Hife  flaming 
pillar  on; 

TOgp  weary  world  wins  slowly  on  the  path  to  golden 
rule — 

T&rougb  Iblood  she  marches  on! 

Vigor  bom  out  of  lethargy, 

St)irit   eager  and  unsubdued, 
Break  the  phalanx  of  Tyranny, 

Ocean  reddens  and  land  runs  blood; 
Iiacquer  armor  and  lance  laid  by, 

Wielding  science  with  bloody  zest' — 
Baffled,  beaten,  the  Slav  hosts  fly; 

Shrieks  the  Dragon,  and  cowers  the  West. 


Hep©  is   justice  in  the  heafvens,  and  the  voice  of  tho 
oppressed 

Mm  reached  a  Grod  of  Justice!     See,  His  bolt  Has 

found  the  mark; 
^  prmy  nation  triumphs  and  a  giant  lies  distressed — 
treasured  in  Hie  covenant,  still  stands  the 
sacred  ark. 

^KiWigh  7'^alot  priestsi  with  heart  aflame  lead  des'prate 
charges  on, 

^ild  sacred  cross  and  ikon  raise  for  betterment  of 
faith. 


God  with  the  small  battaii<ms  bides.  His  cause  is 
marching  on, — 
Better     a    pure-tsouled    Buddhist      creed  than 
Oirthodc'xy's  wratith. 

Engjland  girt  in  her  walls  of  white 
Greets  her  ally  with  words  of  cheer. 

Brooks  no  aid  to  the  Musoo'vite, 
Backward  flung  in  his;  wild  career. 

Sound  the  warning,   anear,   afar — 
Ohose  ye,  then^  oh  ye  iNations  all! 

We  are  ready  for  peace  or  war,  ^ 
Scheming  Teutons  or  reckless  Gaul. 

We  are  friend  to  all  the  Nations  that  with  Freedonfe 
cause  abide. 

We  are.  foe  to  e-very  Nation  that  with  Tyranny  3s 
friend ; 

Bright  glows  the  lamp  of  liberty  throughout  tlmB^ 

Empires  wide, 
Thou,gh  long  the  road  our  way  is  sure,  and  sur^ 

comes  the  end : 
Lo,  Old  Japan  in  eastern  sea  firm  for  the  eatu® 

upstands, 

Linked  in  the  chain  o'er  western  main  Columbm 
bides  free. 

Stretching  across  Atlantic  deeps  to  Albion  her  hands:! 
Three  potent  forces  God  abets,   to  work 
destiny. 

Wellington,  N.Z.,  1904. 


A  Quatrain. 

Man's  life  a  medley  stra,n|ge  (appears: 
Joy,  sorrow,  pain  land  laughter. 

His  lust  of  life  is  born  of  fears 
Things  may  be  worse  hereafter. 


GoodinLan,  N.S.W.,  June  '10,  1898. 


m 


Two  Metrical  Essays. 

No.   1. — The    Austral  Curse 
One  Sisyplius,  as  punishment  for  wrong, 
A  hug^j  round  stone  up-liiU  condemned  to 
EaiCfh  day  life  weary  burden  heaved  alonjg 
In  vain  endeavor  to   an  abstract  goal. 
2 

Another  tale,   from  Mauretanian  lore, 
Eelates  how  Atlas,  from  his  dubious  birtb, 

Upon  his  broad,  herculqan  shoulders  -hore- 
The  weighty   microcosm   called   The  Earth. 
3 

But  now,  in  later  days,  the  harrowed  soul 
Of  Austral  swagmen  feels  the  double  goad: 

Each  moirn,  like  Sisyphus,  their  curse  they  r»ll 
And  then  J  like  .  Atlas,  .stagger  'neath  the  load, 
Goodim-an,  (N.lS.W.,  1698. 

No.  2— In    rb  "Bluby.'» 

Itecondite  theme  for   Eartii'fi  philosopher* — 
For  onlj^  speculation  here  may  swciy : 

The  place  ^and  matals  of  the  clingimg  curB* 
That  nofw  evokes   my  hypothetic  lay. 

2 

iPor  thou  art  reddened  with  the  Ages'  msfe, 
Tliou  Austral  Ouree,  far  older  than  our  shore. 

And  various  molecules  of  present  dust 
In  ancient  times  thy  wilting  burden  bore. 

3 

All  dow'i  the  ages  looms  thy'  endless  trail. 
And  eft  I  think  the  Old  Man  of  the  iSea 

Whjom  i^inbiad  bore  along  Go^oonda's  vail© 
Was  but  an  ancient  metaphor  for  tilieel 
4 

And  'Homer,  while  he  sang  the  Trojan  war, 
In  stiranng  numbers  full  of  grace  'and  gore, 

By  spur  of  want  was  forced,  to  range  afar 
And  douhtless  bore  thee  on  the  Stygian  »hor«. 
5 

Haply  some  euDbuistio  minds  oibtus© 

May  deem  the  bar©  hypothesis  a  crime, 

And  hold  me  impious  to  thus  traduce 
A  poet  deified  by  lapse  of  timeL 
6 

But  poverty  aye  coped  the  poet's  crown — 
And  weajry'  wayfarers  have  ever  heen 

iEarth's  minneisingierrs,  from  Great  Homer  dowa 
To  [Llawson,  and  with  Jesus  Christ  between. 

%dney,  New  ®outh  Wales,  189«. 
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Life. 

W«  ape  winning  doiwn  Life's  Iiighway  in  an  ©ager, 
hurrying  band^ 
W©  trend   toward   a   dubious    goal     in  miysiOTy 
enshrined. 

■  Our  limitations  rise  to  curb  the  schemeis  oiar  taapdar 
planned ; 

Eaicli  day  we  see  grim  doubt  before,  and  wreoked 
ideals    behind ; 
Hard  trials  land  Texation, 
iHarsh  toil   and  tribulation, 
Minds   heavy   with  'Bejection's   weight,   and  hearts 
wij:h  oare  opprest, 
Vaii'n   'Striving   land  endeavor: 
These  are  man's  portion,  ever, 
Till  e»ds  vthe  strife  of  earthly  life  in  diuturnal  arest. 
2. 

Full  oft  we  reap  in  sorrow  what  we  hoped  weiild 
yield  u«  joy ; 
Ouir  joys,  all  evanescen-fe^  are  deleted  by  «»r  ieozs; 
The  gold  of  life  is  tarnished  in  a  mass  of  dufi  aBGy, 
And  the  Shade  of  t^esolatioti  o'er  our  way  iis 
front  uprears. 
But  'still,  tho'Ugh  trials  daunt  ms, 
And   Failure's  ispectre  haunt  us, 
Above  Life's  TAs  w&'ll  seek  to  rise,   and  be«ar  oaH" 
Tot — to  be ; 
Braving  all   earthlv  trouble, 
Till   bursts    Life's   dubious  bubble, 
And  far  beyond  terrestrial  oares  our  spirits  wandear 
free. 

3 

Who    constant    bickers   at  his    lot     augments  Itis 

earthly  burdens;  f|l 
"While  Hope  shines  birightly  on  the  way  no  Efe 
is    -wholly  drear. 

To  warriiors  in  this  mundane  fight  tare  meted  varying 
guerdons ; 

•    Ihen  let  us  bravelj^  do  oiuir  parts— nor  yiel-d  to 
craven  fear. 
"With    resolute  resi'S'tanoe, 
And    firm    and    strong  insistence, 
^We'H   stand  the   ''""'ffets  of  life's   fight,    nor  mak» 
I>espair  our  guest. 
Who    from    his    pathway  flinches, 
Meets    Death,    and    dies    by  inches; 
"But    jbe  who  fsmile®   -v^^en   Fortune   frowns  Bv^ 
bravest  and  lives  best. 
Sydney,  N.^.W.,  1899. 


To-morrow. 


''■Carmen  reliquum  in  futnrum,  tempus  relegatum." 
— Coleridge.  • 

"To-morrow,  and  to-moirow,  and  to-morrow," 
We  ever  deem  it   fairer  than  to-day : 

Hoping  from  Time  to  Come  fresh  strength  to  borrow. 
Why  hug  we  thus  the  D'emon  of  Delay? 

What  thoughts  of  iire^  and  helpful  words  unspoken, 
Lie  fallow   in   the  mind   for   aye   and   aye ; 

The   tenor   of  our  way   remains  unbroken 

Because  we  do  not   grasp  cur  chance  To-day. 
3 

To-morrow !   graveyard  of  our  resolution ; 

Shade  of  Regret!  thou  ever  fleest  before. 
Thy  bright  light  charms, "  but  grants  no  restitution : 

A  fund  of  grief  alone  thou  hast  in  store. 

"To-morrow,   land   toHmorrow,   ^and  to-morrow!" 

Our  thoiughts  still  run  on  that  Utopian  way ; 
Its  name  is  fi' aught  with  weight  of  dule  and  sorrow : 

The  grave  of  plans  ne'er  born  to  life's  bright  day. 
Flaxbourne,  N.Z.,  March,  1892. 


To  November. 

Come,  sing  us  a  lilt  to  November — 

Otir  month  of  all  others  the  King- 
Fresh   blown  from   a   redHand-black  ember 

That   faded    'tween   Summer   and  Spring; 
With  iris  and  poppy  resplendent, 

Ere  breath  of  hot  Summer  destroy; 
Soft  nights,  and  sweet  day-time  transcendent; 

Our  radiant  bringer  of  joy. 


Levin,  1910. 


19^ 


The  Star  of  H^p^ 

I  watched  a  star  that  brightly  shoue 
On  the  verge  of  the  western  sky ; 

But  the  earth  rolled  on,  and  its  'beam  was  gone 
From  the  giaze  of  my  raptured  eye. 
2 

Then  I  mused  on  plans  of  my  boyish  days, 

In  a  passion  of  wild  regret, — 
On  ihopes  that  fled  as  the  long  years  sped. 

And  the  stiar  of  mv  fiaith  long  iset. 
3 

But  new  light  broke  on  my  homeward  way 

O'er  the  brow  of  a  lofty  hill : 
From  thence  I  saw,  with  refulgent  ray 

The  star  was  shining  stiU. 

4 

So,  when  man's  hopes  seem  blotted  out, 

And  sinks  his  guiding  star. 
Behind  the  steeps  of  present  doubt 

It  radiant  shines  afar. 

Avisford,  N.S.'W.,  1898. 


To  a  Faded  Rose. 

Thooigh  faded  now,  in  death  thy  leaves  expire 
A  bialmy  fragrance  odor  on  the  air  around, 
And  fill  my  heart,  with  Love's  sweet  flame  afire, 

With  thoughts  of  one  I  love  with  love  profound; 
And  as  I  gaze  once  more,  dear  rose,  on  thee- 
I  joy  to  think  that  I  am  dear  to  her  as  she  to  me. 

Marlborough,  1891. 

Australia, 

Latent  for  ages,  while  new  worldis  waxed  old ; 

Sought — ^spurned — then  che'rished ;  tyrant-cursed ;  then  free ; 
\  erdant  and  fruitful ;   arid,   parched   and  brown : 

Ileaven  and  hell  within  her  entity. 


On  Brtimby  Plain. 

Our  horses  in  the  stockyard  stand 

At  break   of  summer  day; 
With  ispur   on  heel    and  whip  in  hand 

The  stockmen  ride   away : 
O'er  flat  and  hill,   through  creek  and  rill. 

Toi  where  on  lolling  plain 
The  outlaw  brumbies  wander  free 

That  ne'er   drew  bridle  rein. 
2 

Oh,   wondrous   breath  of  early  morn, 

How  fragrant  and  how  fair! 
The  scent  of  honied  creepers  born 

Peiifumes  the  slumbr'ous  air, 
Wliiie  odors  oif  the  eucalypt 

Thei«r  pungenoe  spread  aroiund, 
And  verdant    frondrs   with   dW drops  tipt 

••nd  smiling  to  the  -ground. 

l^®w  fretiful  grown,  owr  ihorses  strain 

Impatient  for  th@  chase, 
Amd  do-gs  eavort,  and  bark  amain, 

O'r  through  the  saltbush  race. 
liJfe  with   new   ardor   seem?  replete, 

Hresh    jipy   Urnstinted   flows : 
When  youth  is  in  the  saddle  seat 

ililuiS  'Oare  a  laggard  grows. 

^  4 

Jilt  length  we  come  to  Brumby  Plain ; 

Th«  qiiCaOTy  flies  apace; 
Tfe-@  pmck  give   ch'®rus  onoe  attain, 

And  cm  the  stockmen  race ; 
lH#e  brumhies'  hoof-beats  strike  the  ear 

like  thundei%  distant  roi+l. 
As   reckless   in   tboir   wild  career 

They   speed  to    sojfdom's  gioal. 
i 

With  fciam-flecked  flanks  and  rolling  t^ye« 

"Mie  yard  the  rebels  reach ; 
Th»  stirring  crack  of  stockwhips  dies. 

And    judgment  wait*  for  each. 
Unlike  the  ancient  prodigal, 

jS^o  feast  for  these  is  nigh : 
The  "best  yn\l  spend  n  life  in  thi^all — 

The  rest  by  bullet  die, 
Wmdsor,  N.^S.W.,  imS. 


The  San-God's  Loves. 


Ap«llo's  iove  in  nortliein  clime 

In  slow  gradations  flows : 
Ternal- — a  troth  but  half  sublime — 

Eetr a  ngement — p  assi  o  n '  s  snows . 

TihiQir©  but  la  lasigucirous  I'o-ver  he 

Disdaiinful  stands  afar^ 
Nor  bids  Earth's  torpid  tremors  flee 
That  life  to  lovetide  bar. 

In  Austral  olime  disdainful  too 

Aloof  awhile  he  stands, 
Bat  only  gathers  strength  to  woo 

Sis  bride  to  nuptial  bands. 

Mo  tardy  Springtime  here  he  gives, 
,   A»d  Autumn  stillborn  lies: 
#tee  ttrrid  speil  his  aretor  lives, 
Iht&m.  for  a  season  dies. 

Amd  Earth  in  mad  responsiveness 
Ber  girdle  green  doth  fling, 

A«d'  kastes  to  greet  his  hot  care** 
"With  Lore's  unreasoning, 
t 

Oa©  laarvest  and  one  aftermath 
^Ama  all  his  Seasons'  trace: 

"Smib^d  awhile  in  seeming  w«,th — - 
€lii^iGfo©d  in  a  fierce  embrace. 


Batiiurs*,  N.S.W.^  1899. 
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Of  A  Good  King  Dead. 

Wli€'ii  a  brave  man  knows  that  his  sand&  have  run, 

Thnough  a  long-poised  glass,  to  the  ]a«t  red  grain; 
'Thiat  the  voyage  in  careless  drift  begun 
Has  purpose  found,  to  its  final  gam ; 
And  a  kingly  record  of  peace,  sans  stain, 

Ha®  fixed  his  fame  for  the  years  to  be  : 

What  need  for  grisf  shall  his  people  know? 

Whaft  fret  of  isorrow  their  sonLs  overwhelm  ? 

"Wlho  sees  his  coiurse  in  a  troubled'  sea^ — 

Sets  bravely  in,  where  faint  hearts  would  veer. 
And  wins  hds  way  through  a  foam  of  fear — 
'Of  surety  comes  to  that  inner  Jee 

"Where  hi®  barqiue  rides  clear  from  the  waves  of  woe, 

,And  the  Kdngjly  Pilot  is  at  the  helm. 
Levin,  [May  10,  1910. 


Fameu 

A  poet  Qawe  to  a  world  of  pain 

And  sang  from  his  heart  a  eong 
That  rang  over  mountain  and  dale  and  plain, 
And  sad  hearts  drank  of  the  sweet  refiraan 
Till  their  hearts  again  grtew  strong. 
2. 

By  hardship's  pangs  was  thfe  -poet  torn 
As  he  roamed  on  his  wee^  quest — 
And  kind  hearts  pitied  hiis  faie  forlorn 
As  he  journeyed  on  to  the  far-ofF  ibourne 
"Where  sorrowing  hearts  Snd  rest. 
3. 

But  the  wilted  soul  of  each  isordid  wiight 

"Whose  god  was  the  greed  of  gold 
Contemptuous  felt  for  the  poet's  plight, 
And  grasped  or  cringed  for  their  hearts'  delight, 
"While  closer  Oblivion  roBed. 
4. 

/  But  the  poet's  fame  is  graven  deep- 

He  wotrked  true  golden  ore. 
While  men  of  self  in  Oblivion  sleep 
"His  fame  now  .  echoes  from  steep  to  steep, 

And  shall  till  the  world  is  oe'r. 
Avisford,  N.IS.W.,  1898. 


A  Song  of  Libi.r 


Right  on  from  epochs  distant  — 
Along    the     rclling    years— - 
With      Progress  co-existent. 
Oppreofiion's    foim     uprears ; 
And     like    the     Hydra     fablsd — 
The  old-time      Lernean     bane — 
Though    oft    in    fight  diisabled. 
In    time    grows    strong  agiain. 
2 

They    needs    make  abnegation 

Who  strire  for  Freedom's  goal;; 
Th'eir    guerdon    is  vexation. 

And   wea:iness    of  soul. 
Yet  thc'Ugh  slavrjs  cry  in  chorus, 

And  trust  miay  be  betrayed. 
Where  millions  strove  before  us 

Shall  we  turn  back  dismayed? 

We  hold  a  heritage  that  goes 

From  sire  to  son  in  right. 
We  rear)  th'^  good  of  bygone  woes, 

And  for  the  Future  fight. 
The  spirits  cf  the  r;ast  survive- — 

A    never-dying   biand — 
Dead  heroes   a:nd  the  unborn  strive, 

Through  us   joined   hand  in  hand. 


Sydney,  N.S.W.,  1899. 


Yacht  Song. 

Blow  fak  land  free  witii  a.  keaving  iea, 
And  a  ti'im-built  yacht  to  guide; 

Then  oter  the  waters  merrily 
We  fly  on  an  ebbing  tide ; 

JSaoh  face  is  kiss'd  by  the  wind-¥orme 
spray, 

And  our  hearts  exultant  pise 
As  we  fly  on  our  course — away,  ftwayl — 
Towards  the  red'ning  skies. 
2. 

Beyond  the  harbor's  ■  rocky  fear, 

Where  tlie  baffled  sea-waves  fret, 
We  set  and  make  our  course  afiar, 

.No  thought  of   homing  yet! 
The  gulls  and  gannets  pace  Ah-ead.; 

We  climb  and  sink  by  tturn ; 
In   joy  of   life  all  grief  falls  deai.; 

New  hopes  aspiring  burn. 

a. 

But  back  oace  more  to  oiiir  mooring 
buoys 

We  turn,  though  hearts  rebel, 
For  Time  curtails  our  dearest  joys. 

And  duty's  calls  compel. 
Yet  forth  again  with  wind  and  tide 

We'll  fare  at  Joy's  behest,, 
Till  we  breast  the  tide  of  the  ocean 
wide 

And  on  its  bosom  rest. 
Wellington,  1896. 


In  Lighter  Vein. 


When  Dickens  Sent  Micawber  to 
Australia, 

5Jhere's   a  land  iii  iOu:heiii  waters,   Trliere  the  sky 
is  ever  lair  ; 
It  floT\-s  wiuh  milk,  and  honey  too — in  i)laces: 
Its   men   are   bronzed   and   stalwart    and   its  maids 
are  dfeV.or.air. 
Bmt  Poverty's  grim  grasp  the  land  embraces : 
Tliere  loans,  fhuit  flow  nnceasingly  to  wet  hnanciai 
dr»ng!it. 

Plus   kindred   ircubles   springing    inter    alia  — 
And  the  cause  of  all  the  troub'e?      Well,  I  guess 
it   come  ah^nt 
'\\''hen   Dickens   sent   ^licawber   to  Australia. 
2 

T^e  Man   of  Pay   By   Promi^?.    when   he   fled  tk-e 
English  throng, 
Determined   to  abide  by  cash  resources. 
"We  read  that  he  succeeded  :  but  heredity  is  stroiag — 

His   progeny   retnru  to  eril  courses. 
Now   Three-ball    Kohn    (our   ProWdence)   lends  coin 
to     us,    who  stand 
Tricked    o^^t   for   life   in   Lassitude's  regalia. 
Giring  in  pledge  the  travail  of  an   unborn  future 
band, 

That  we  m»j  merry  be  in  sad  Australia. 
3 

We're     casual     and     thriftless     all — we     lire  but 
in    To-day — 
And    listlessness     our     drowsy    will    enfetters ; 
Why  troub'le  for  the  morrow,  when  postei'ity  must 
imy  ? 

Our  land  is  lean — fo"  liens  they'll  be  debtors. 
Bo!  let  the  borrowed  bullion  flow!  right  merry  shall 
we    be ; 

Weath  Austral  ski«s  we'li  ape  the  old  IsHialia ; 
T*or  OF  the  land,  not  on  it.   at  the  time  te  foot 
the  bill, 

Will    be    OFR    generation    pf  Australia. 
Wellington.  X.Z.,  1896. 


A  £AURE£  WREATH. 


A  widely-piiblished  cablegram,  some  years  ago, 
recorded  that  the  principaj  footrace  in  the 
modern  Oiyrapiian  games  which  perpetuate  the 
memory  of  primal  contasts  dating  hack  to  the 
days  when  the  primal  swagman  Homer  was  the 
.chief  reporte: — was  won  by  a  Canadian.  In  the 
land  of  historic  MaTathon,  he  was  giTen  as 
reward  the  historic  Crown  cf  Laurel  and  a  snow- 
white  'lamb.  Tha  cablegram  naively  added  the 
:-news  that  on  the  athlete's  return  to  Canada  he 
T\ would  be  presented  with  $2,'500! 

Out  of  the  West  an  athlete  came 

To  Athens  in  the  Spring: 
Seeking  fresh  glories  for  his  name. 

He  sped  like  bird  a-wing. 

"Men  of  all  nations  there  made  tour: 

."^ap.,  Po'e  land  Irishman 
.Strove  with  the  Celt  and  Greek  and  Moor 

And  eke  Australian. 

He  of  the  West  was  victor  hailed  

And  when  the  race  was  o'er 
They  gave  a  wreath,  and  snow-white  lamb; 

And  dreamed  of  nothing  more. 

With  single  purpose  they  desired 

Who  in  the  years  bygone 
"Contended  strong  with  spirits  fired 

By  lust  for  Fame  alone. 

"But  later  times  have  later  wajTs  ; 

Our  tastes  are  changed  indeed ; — 
Tlie  mode  that  chimed  with  ancient  days 
HI  suits  the  present  need. 

-Back  to  "0-ar  Lady  of  the  Snows" 

Her  champion  returns  ; 
In  Grecian  honors  decked  he  goes, 

While  Fame  frarildn cense  hums. 

The  lamb  and  laurel  wreath  are  his; 

Hark  hov/  his  rraise  reponnds! 
And  furthermore  he  has— "Good  ,  Bizl"— 

A  neat  £500. 


%7- 

An  Old-Time  Fcoitall  Fray. 

Two   football    dubs   of    Wellington   fought   out  ''a 
willinig  go  ' 

On  the  rttle  park  at  Newtown,  in  the  days  of  long 
ago; 

They'd  just  been  raised  to  senior  rank,  and  rivalry 
ran  hi^; 

Each  team  went  cut  determined —it  was    win  the 

game,  or  die — 
In  the  local  football  annals  'tis  a  well-remembered 

day 

Whereon  "The  Melrose"     "Rivals"  met  in  vigorous 
affray. 

They     set  the  Leather  rolling;  things    were  lively 

from  the  jiiirp  : 
Pack  the  scrum,   and  hold  like  misers;  heave  and 

push  and  kick  and  bump  : 
Tile  b'arrackers   grew  frantic  as  they   gazed  upon 

the  soen«, 

And  in  less  tiia©  than  I-  tell    it    thirteen  jerseys 

strewed  the  green  ; 
So  the  barebaiokftd  players  scrambled  for  the  colors 

that  worn  left, 
TUl  the  ten-a«id-twenty  players  mere  of  upper-togS  * 

bereft. 

Still,  the  game  kept  ''fairly  friendly"  till  a  lad 

called  I>ij:py  Shep. 
Scored  a  try  ne*r  Rivals'  goalposts- — he    had  run  a" 

tidy  — 

And  the  umpire  was  sjhort-sighted ;  so  he  voted  with 
the  Noe«; — 

Then  Lr'ppy  closed  his  digits :   and  right   out  that 

umpire  g^es^ — 
Then  the  'Rivak'  Billy  Biffer.  smote  poor  Lippy  with- 

such  z-9«t 

That  he  lay  besade  the  umpire  in  an  attitude  of  rest. 

The  Rivals'  oa^ptaiu  quite  in  vain  for  peace  and 

football  pi?eif!9d, 
The  cry  was  up  for  "stoushers"— and  they  one  and' 
all  obeyed  : 

Things  were  siarring  round    the  goalposts  on  that 

winter's  afternoon, 
With  an  umpire  vaiiilv  whistling,   and  a  player  in' 

a  swoon ; 


There  Wfi.s  Mo«(i  om  ha¥     the  greensward,  h-s^k^fa 

nm&s  three  ot  four, 

Wben  this  interiude  was  ended  and  the  game  w€»t 
on  once  more. 

The  umpire  wais  a  plucky  sort :  and  though  a  woeful 
wreck — 

"With  a  blackened,  puffy  optic,   still  he    kept  iftie 

igame  m  check ; 
The  play  went  on  till  sunset,  still  they  hattled  witb 

a  will. 

Then  Gillon  scored  for  Rivals  on  the  corner  by  the 
hill. 

And  the  Two'-blues'   ululations  rent  the  •atmosp'&ere 
again 

When  the  ne^side  whistle  sounded  with  the  Rivals 
in  the  n*ain. 


Alas!  those  days  ©tf  ' 'willing-goes"  for  evermore  are 
fled ; 

^ow    you  stand  down  for  a  twelvemonth     if  you 

piunch  a  player's  head; 
You  must   ''down"   opponents  gently, — and  to  only 

' 'mention"  fight, 
You  must  see  the  Rugby  Union    on    the  neareist 

'Wednesday  night; 
^id  Rugby's  case-law  ridden— and  its  time  for  men 

to  ''peSek" 

WHen  for  ninety  minutes'   football  yora   mast  read 
for 'half  a  week. 

Though  the  Rivials  Oub  is  bui-ied,    the  Old  Melrotse 
linger  still; 

Biit  they'Te  lost  their  old-time  derring,   and.  tfiby; 

win  their  games  on  skill; 
No  more  they  meet  in  Blarmey's  shed  and  run 
IsHand   Bay : 

They  must  meet  ''to  study  tactics!"  and  the  iglov«s 

are  laid  away! 
They    CWN    la  large;  gymnasiium!   gas  and  showfer- 

bath!  !  strike  me  glum!  !  ! 
And  in  place  of  screwing  noses  now  they  prgctise 

'"ecrew  the  serum." 
ATieford,  N.S.W.,  1898. 


Yarding  Sheep. 

Yarding  islieep,   yarding  sheep! 

How  tlie  beggars  bieak   and  scatter ; 
Tarding  sheep,   yarding  sheep! 

I>o  you  hear  the  whirling  clatter? 
Ek^e  the  streak  of  dawn  begun, 
Finished  in   the   eventing;  dun : 
'Tis  the  penance  of  the  run — 
Yarding  sheep. 

in  the  chorus  of  the  canines  I  can  hear  old  Nellie's 

note  ; 

Young   Tatkins  backs  his  mother  with  a  yap; 
And     Norway     Alf.   is  grunting   "I   vill  bust  yon 
sooners^  boat^ 
Suppose  you  don't  shud  ub  youse  dader  drap!" 
And  the  white   sea   shakes   and   quivetrs,   wihile  in 
eddies  on  the  rim 
The  strong  mo^ve  on  to  noMiere  in  particular ; 
The   dustt  flies  thick   and  thicker  till  the  orimsan 
sun  grows  dim, 
And    language    flows    that    shocfes    your  sense 
auricular. 

2 

Thetre  are  silly  gK)iats  in  'sylum ;  theire     are  isiDy 
g(ats  out^de 
VWay  out  there,  Joper!  !    Make    the  wastefTs 
scamper!") ; 

♦Bui  of  all  the  queer  conundrums  that  ware  ©rer 
wrapped   in  hide 
These  woolly  bounders  fairly  cop  the  diamper! 
Sttibborn  as  facts,  they  wo 'n't  be  moved,  they  msk 
like  hulls  in  town, 
Or  hurdle — as  their  brainless  headis  impel  them; 
And  Oa/briel  gets  writer's  cramp  through  hugtling 
to  set  down 
The  inessential  things  we  yarders  tell  them. 

Yarding  sheep,  yarding  sheep! 

Oh,  its  joys  are  none  too  nice! 
Yarding  sheep,   yarding  sheep! 

"Break    away"  is  sound  adfvice. 
Out  to  igraft  at  dawn's  first  peep; 
Sore  to  bed  at  night  we  creep ; 
And  continue  in   our  sleep, 
Yarding  sheep. 

Wellington,  N.Z.,  1900. 
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.  Yenkc— A  Dirge. 

Now  Yenko  died,  and  many  hearts  were  glad  — 
Yet  even  after  deiatli  he  caused  folk  sorrow : 

In    life  hiis  reputation  had  been  bad, 

Bnt  more  so  wa,s  his  corse  upon  the  morrow. 

No  hearse  to  take  the  carrion  could  be  had. 
And  so  a  covered  cart  they  had  to  borrow; 

But  then  fio  oemetery  could  be  found — 

The  corse  was  banned  from  consecrated  ground. 

So  to  the  city  dust  heap  fast  they  hied  them, 

JBlut  there  Jim    ,!>....  debarred  the  burden  tainted; 

A  oorpora/tion  middenist  espied  them — 

He  sniffed  the  odors,  gasped  for  breath,  and  fainted; 

The  near  relationsi  scarcely  could  iibide  them — 
With  phoisphoresoent  blue  the  air  w^as  painted ; 

And)  a  lone  polecat,  chancing  near  to  venture  , 

Drotpiped  in  his  tracks  and  lost  his  life  debenture. 

A  furnace  then  they  built  them  for  his  baking — 
Got  coal  by  shipload  and  Cologne  by  tun — 

But  ere  they  finished  this  big  undertaking, 
Lo!  Yenko  his  own  obsequies  began: 

The  mighty  exhalations  he  was  making 
Ihrofced  his  noisome  carcase  to  the  sun. 

Till  'twixt  the  Earth  and  Heaven  was  his  location — • 

Whidbi  greatly  vexed  the  astral  congregation. 

Thus  Earth  wais  freed.     But  Door  Mahomet's  case 
Was  parlous!  quite ;  and  so  he  roused  from  slumber, 

Forgot  the  niceties  of  creed  and  race 

And)  took  a  place  'midst  Peter's  suppliant  number; 

His  supplication  found  the  Kevmian's  grace  ; 

Mahomet  cast  his  chip  'moriig  Ohristiian  lumber — 

But  Theosophic  entities  a  leiQrinn 

Still  dodlge  Yenk's  odors  round  the  astrar  region. 
Wellington,  1905. 


A  PoimcaJ  Qaatra/si. 

A    paradox    extremely  quaint 
We    see    this    contest    yield : 

In  Field  we  find  the  new  man  now, 
While  Newman's  all  afield. 

Wellington,   Becember  6,  1896. 


Bttbonico. 


You've  heard  of  the  sad  rodent  host 

That  propagates  plague-germs  bubon  c? 
The  theory's  sound — though  some  folk  m^y  be  foundf 

Who  greet  it  with  laughter  ironic: 
The  bubonised  rat  yields  his  ghost — 

His  fleas  haste  to  two-legged  mammal; 
Then  swellings  arise  that  in  relative  size 

Might  vie  with  the  hump  of  a  cameh 
2. 

They  slay  him  with  poisons  mephitic, 

With  tnaps  and  with  catchers  surround  him : 
A  hell  upon  earth  he  has  found  since  the  birth 

Of  plague  threw  suspicion  around  him. 
In  spite  of  the  sneers  of  the  critic, 

Still  greater  the  holocaust  grows; 
But  on  the  bubonic  it  acts  as  a  tonic, 

And  no-one  finds  cure  for  our  woes. 
3. 

Though  Sydney  with  rat-blood  rune  red, 

Her  emigrants  still  £nd  no  pratique  : 
Off  the  Island  of  Somee  they  are  meiTy  as — gn:>mes! 

And  count  quarantine  as  erratic. 
Though  I>r.  Watts  otherwise  said, 

Ships'  walls  make  a  prison  at  timers ; 
Expenses  increasing  and  sorrow  unceasing — 

Our  travail  is  shown  in  our  rimes. 

Somes  Island, 
Wellington,  March  1900. 


A  Blank  Verse  Banality. 

When  you   are  etrayiiig  by  the  tide-stirred  sea 
And  list'ning  to  the  music  of    the  waves, 
As  in  a  weird,  grand  monotone  they  plash 

Upon  the  pebbly  shore; 
And  themes  majestic  surge  within  your  brftin, 
While  ill  your  ears  strange  mur-ic  softly  croon?, 
Filling  the  soul  vrith  joy  unspeakable:  > 
At  such   a   time— 'tis   safe  to   lay   long  odd«  - 

You  need  no  liver  tcni-. 


Vrellington,  1893. 
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The  Thankful  Gockie's-Man. 

Here  in  Levin,  where  ev'ry  cliild  must  labor 
And/ fitv'Ty  "cockie"  borrows  from  his  neighbor; 
Whene  stony  ground  drinks  all  the  rain  that  offers, 
Audi  boiid-siaveis  tf)il  to  fill  the  bankers'  coffers : 
Bfere  must  I  stay,  and  rough  my  epidermis 
By  **hoking"  turnips  (this  a  local  term  is) 
For  corns  whose  appetites  are  never  off  'em, — 
jpor  eows:  who  stand  and  ^coft,  and  scoff,  and  scoff  'em!- 
Here  ev'ry  year  the  streets  ai«  open  thrown, 
la  Spring,  and  scores  of  cattle,  clorer-blown, 
Loie  in  the  lond-;,  and  strain  their  gas-bulged  bides, 
WSiji-e  unooncerneci  the  cockie  home  abides. 
Here  f»lk  are  callous,  and  theii'  wilted  wits 
ShGriak  daily,  las  thay  labor  at  the  "tits"  ; 
Tk^t  have  no  aims  beyon«l  a  factory  vat, 
And  all  their  hopes  are    based  on  butterfat. 
Here  J  drag  on  my  dreary,  bopeless  life, 
8aam  reoteation,  wages,  or  a  wife; 
Yet  thankful  %till  :  for  though  a  farmer's  lackey, 
I'm  living  /  t  .!  eivin,  Kct  in  C'taki, 
Levin  IGjO' 


Stappcr  Time. 

"3'ocsin  of  my  so-ul,  the  dinner  bell." — Byron. 

A  :semi-calm  upon  the  House  descends- — 

And    *'Kijiid>eyed"  ^eaee"    triumphant   comJes  o'er' 
strife  : 

longer,  striving  for  their  party  ends,  ' 
Tbe  patriots  make  the  air  witih  clamor  rile. 

The  blatiant  roar  dies  fitfully  away— 
And  y3t  the  stillness  no  alarm  excites : 

For  'tis  the  hour  when  members  cease  the  fray 
And  steal  away  to^  sate  their  appetites. 

House  of  Representatives, 
Wellington,  June  30,  1896  (10.55  p.m.). 


Philosophic  Verses. 

Flotsam  ai  d  Jetton, 

The  flo-tsam  rides  in  the  danciEg  gleam 
Of  warming  sun,   while  the  jetson  rollsi 

In  darkling  deeps  where  merrnen  dream 
Of  wo-es  unending ;  where  dead  men's  goals 

Unprized  (bnt  thrnst  by  the  hand  of  Fate 
On    lives  whose  weft  is  of  tangled  skeins) 

Are  found,  remote  from  the  world  elate 
With  transient  pleasure  and  fleeting  gains, 

For  Ifife  is  complex,  and  riddles  rise 

T\Tierever  action  or  plan  is  seen; 
And  whether  in  small  or  in  grand  emprise 

The  odd  ones  harvest,  and  hosts  but  glean; 
And  records  red  with  men's  sacrifice 

Are  blurred  and  gone  in  a  transient  year^ 
Afed  only  shadows  of  truth  arise 

And  mock  of  sorrow  o'er  Brav'ry's  bier  , 

Yet  e'er  the  Riddle  of  Life  be  read— 

And   vacliation    no   longer  be; 
Ere  joy  and  ^erdon  alike  seem  dead, 

And  Time  immersed  in  Oblivion's  s«a— 
The  jetson  surely  will  harbor  find 

Though  flotsam,  formless,  be  sinking  low; 
And  courage  triumph  o'er  baser  mind 

Till  God's  good  purpose  we  all  shall  know. 

Levin,  October  28,  1915. 
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Ixion's  Wheel. 

Bound  to  Ixion's  wheel  in  hedl  '  ^ 
Ten  thousiand!  earthly  Tictims  cry 

Who  prove  tJiat  heli  is  on    tihe  earth ; 

And  only  thosfe  ^:wrho  .have  no  dearth 
Of  oonrage  brajve  for  long  its  woe ; 
And  fearing  naught,  unjdaunted  go 

(Where  cravens  yield,  and  cowards  fly) 
Tlo  breaik  a  far-flung  spell. 

^Some  by  connivance  to  the  v.-^heei  are  bound — 
Unwitting  victims  for  the  guilty  few 
Who  league  in  human  deviltry,  to  gain 
The  mastery  of  ielj&pathic  brain, 
And  drive  their  vi'6tims,  ^in  unwilling  crew, 
The  loweist  depths  of  infamy  to  sound. 

If  here  a  one  the  hell  has  braved;  (in  vain 
Plumhed^  depths  unknown  to  others,  and  has  won 
To  heights  where  souls  emancipated'  soar, 
And  wage  for  others  an  enduring  wary 
Unthanked,  ufliknown ;  yet  each  to  each  confessed) ; 
His  victory  the  ages  mia^  attest. 
When  all  the  fogs  of  intellect  are  done 
And  man  be  master  of  himself  again. 

Who  lives  aright,  the  inessa^^  sure  shaJl  hear; 
But  he  who  reads  aright  the  depths  has  passed. 
And  braved'  undauntedly  the  dangers  fell  ' 
That  form  on  earth  our  too  material  hell ; 
Our  second  life  mns  with  us  as  we  go,  : 
And  aai  wake  soon  or  late  the  truth  kno-w: 
To  some  a  deathbed,  and  to  soine  a  ca«t 
Of  others'  willing  makes  the  knowl^e  clear.  ' 

lievin,  April  24,  1916 


Thr&'ii  Stanzas  f i-om .  * ?  RimpodcII,"  an 
Unfinished'   l%em.-  ■ 

Man^js  bcdy  oorpora»l  i.s  but  a  tramo 

Where»In  tlia  mind  may  pr^/o  strange  trutiis  unkadwa 
To  souls  unfettered  by  a  dlubiaus  nan:«i 

Nior  bound  in  Or'liodoxy's  ©vergrown 
And  strangling  withesi;  tbe  ©artii  is  still  aflame 
Witfh  [knowledge  ga.iined  ,by'  n'atirsn.s  lan^;  o'erftirown : 
Towgottken  by  the  nornijal ,  worl.l ,  bu  t  istiil  i 
Free  for  remembrance  when  tiie  air  waves  w;ili 

W(0  walk  awhile  in  seema'ng  isolation 

Ctiir  minds  oair  own our  tbought-g,  our  ev'ry  deeti; 
The  years  siicocsd :  and  in  eaidh  abnegation. 

Each  gelfish  act,  ©a oh  ti'ust  in  self  or,' crreed,  ■  ■>. 

Vve  raise  a  saiperstruoture  for  otjt  isftaticn  ' 

When  comes   the  ifiiiller   lifo  of   fruit    and  W€)ed 
Wbidi   mo'  t  will   roaoh  when   pre«&nt   life     is  dione; 
some  have  known  and  prot^^  efr©  life  be  run. 

The  soul,  the  body,  and  the  mind. 

United  are,  and  yet  apart : 
Who  leap  Death's  barrier  but  find 

A  fuller  li[e  ©xpai^d' — the  jitart 
Of  freedom  fnom  the  aeods  thart  bind 

The  intellect' to  head  and  heart. 


There  are  no  d«adi  otoiivious  off  ^Kfo: 


Dying  Alive. 


They  live  in  dreams  that  clear  and  cloua  ; 

R;emote  horn  kindired,  sad  mey  awell; 
Their  hopes  and'  fear&,  tiiat  crush  and  crowd, 

Ihe'ir  doable  ln/fs  at/testing  wedl, 
The  secret  horro-rs  and  the  paiu 

W'liich  bind  in  woe  the  world-linked  mind 
That  traverses  the  endless  chain 

By  Moloch  iplaced  upon  mankind. 

Mid  night-gloom  lit  by  secret  fiame 

They  hear  mad,  riant  laughter  peal. 

And  teel  the  silent  woi-'ld  acclaim 
Tne  inner  l::fe  mere  truly  real 

Than  all  the  outward  strife  and  moil 
For  him  who  braves  Death's  sncK-ks  and  rack, 
And  breakB  its  telepathic  cool 
By  challenge  ta'en  and  glove  flung  back. 

Still-  \r.<rs  the  world,  while  round  it  span 

Laocoon-liike  spels  that  chok'6 
In  crushing  coils  the  mind  of  man, 

And  mysteries  world-old  evoke 
To  keep  in  stupor  slothful  brains, 

Or  cloud  for  ever  those  that,  break 
The      bonds     of    Superstrtion's  chains, 

And  dare  the  worst  for  Consicienoe'  sake. 

Tet  light  is  brealking  through  the  gloom ; 

A  thousand  minds,  long  held,  are  free; 
Rut  hosts  still  cower  in  living  tomb's, 

Victitms  of  human  deviltry. 
A  decade  or    a   thousand  years, 

Whiat  matters,  since  tho  H<rht  has  shone? 
Man's  life  is  "not"  la  thing  of  years: 

He  dies,  yet  still  "his"  fight  goeis  on. 

Who  holds  the  master  key '  is  known  ; 

Who  brarei  and  oornn<>red  earthly  hell ; 
"Who  dared  and  triumT>hed  all  alone ; 

Who  fouight  the  ^hadef?  and  man  as  well, 
''Madness"    is  abnormality; 

But  "laaner"  iseir^o  ro  "'v^-ird  nf^o-^  dree  "; 
And  he  who  won  where  billions  failed 

In  life  knows  immortality. 

levin,  Jf.nnary  3rd.  1917. 


The  Life  Eternal. 

My  hope  of  sempiternal  life  is  entered 

Athwart,  below,  above  each  starry  sphere 
Where  myriad  worlds  on  billion  star-suns  centered 

Circle  the  pathway  of  the  rolling  year. 
Life  in  the  runnel  to  the  mountain  singing, 

The  lightning's  fork,  the  waves'  phosphoric  run, 
In  Earth's  diurnal  course,  where  music  ringing 
Joins  planetary  band  with  choir  mundane; 
While  asteroids  supply  an  outer  chain, 

And  bright  Canopus  dwarfs  each  giant  sun. 
T/evin,  September  9^  1914. 
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The  Last  Enigma. 

Bound  in  the  wett  of  oircumstance-not  Fate- 
Men's  lives  in  sheltered  vale  or  stormy  fsea 

Are  spent,  while  opportunity  must  wait 

Ihe  whim  of  ninds  not  fretful  to  be  free. 

Some  lives  for  ever  run  in  placid  way; 

Some  -.start  in  stress,  and  win  through  major  woe  J 
And  fighting  on,  defiant  of  decay, 

To  man's  sure  end  with  untamed  spirit  go. 

For  some  a  cove  secluded  from  the  sea 

'Gives  she?Ler  from  all  storms — and  not  alone 

From  fitorms.     Thr--  nii>>  the 'transports  of  the  free 
Unfetterer]  life  thoise  daring  beings  own 

Who  brave  the  tempests  of  liife's  sea  and  air: 
Who-  yield  no  jot  to  fear  or  circ.in^stance, 

And  follow  dauntlessly  their  path  where'er 

Their  metier  draws  them  ;  or  ihe  whiai  of  chanof*. 

Till  eom-39  the  la^t  enigma  rf  Life's  wc*es, 

Which  here  ?ind  there  ^^^me  re^ider  of  th'^  S'-'roll 

Solves  with  his  inner  con&eicusness  ;  but  goes 

To  death  with  truth,  nnuttored.  in  his  soul: 

'Since  present  obloquv  would  sure  requite 

Each  Oa.jilro  of  the  astral  zone 
Who  ^^ought  to  quicken  with  Truth's  v'^'let  ligiht 

Lymphatic  brains  that  throb  from  hearts  of  etone^ 


Levin,  June  3D,  1915. 


SOME  RECITATIONS. 

Job  Ichabod  O'Reilly. 

In  Inverness,  or  some  such  Scottish  place, 

There  lived  a.  man  who  posed  as  Scot  in  race ; 

Yet  named  so  strangely,  soi  uncannily, 

That  scarce  a  sion  of  Scotia  could  agree 

To  deem  him  aught  hut  Semite ;  for  his  name, 

Job  Ichabod  O'Reilly  smacked  that  same 

(Which  phrase  reminds  mo  i;hat  the  surname  grew 

Acrosis  the  Irish  Sea,  ere  Stootia  knew 

The  Giant's  Causeway  had  been  'whelmed  'neath  waveis, 

Leaving  their  Highlands  free  from  wading  braveis). 
O'Reiljy  primus  lived,  and  laughed  and  died — 
And  many  others  of  hie  line  beside — 
They  tinctured  Scotland  with  their  pawky  jests. 
Matched  Scottish  crotchets  with  Hibernian  rests ; 
On  Irish  pipes  plaj^ed  accident.al  air 
That  filled  their  Scottish  neighbours  with  despiair. 
Till  came  a  day  when  hundred  pipers  two 
Their  hardest  for  Old  Caledonia  blew 
On  ble'ihctrs  keyed  to  such  discordant  note 
Til  at      'ry  Irish  callan'  ;.  stir  aightwaiy  smote 
His  pipes  wiith  bludgaon,  till  they  siang  no  more, 
Then  swam,  in  dudgeon,  to  his  native  shore. 
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But  cne  O'Reilly  faiiled  to  join  the  rest — 
His  deafness  saved  him  from  the  torture  tesit — 
Alas,  he  stayed  on  'Caiedonia'&  shore, 
And  lived  to  rue  his  choice  for  evermore ; 
At  least  he  should  have  rued  it ;  but  to  tell 
The  truth,  his  case  ais  proved  goes  passing  well 
On  either  side ;  both  yea  and  naiy  agree ; 
With  tongue  in  cheek  and  tear  in  eye  went  he ; 
And  all  oonfeesed  his  native  wit  shone  slyly 
When  he  became  Job  Ichabod  O'Eeilly 
As  testimony  of  his  grief,  deep-hearted. 
That  with  his  kinsmen  he  had  not  departed. 
Job  placed  entaiil  upon  his  hat,  and  land, 
Tha^  ev'ry  eldesit  eon  should  bear  the  brand 
"Job  Ichabod,"  nor  view  the  name  askance. 
On  pain  of  instant  disinheritance. 
And  so  until  this  day  the  name  survives. 
While  modern  whimsies  stc<ck  0''Reilly's  hives. 

1. 

In  1900 — so  the  story  goes — 

Job  Ichabod  O'Reilly's  fame  arose 

In  Glasgow  City,  whero  the  beer  runs  brown. 

And  ii^teen  tankards  cost  but  half-a-crown ; 

Where  whisky  reeks  not  of  the  smoke,  and  prime 

Old  wine  and  brandy  run  the  whole  year's  time: 

And  each  Sootch  nose,  with  erubescent  r^, 

B-efies  the  winds  that  hurtle  o'er  the  bay; 

or-^.  men  from.  Gbeencch  and.  the-  Brig  of  Weir 


Drift  daily  in,  dissguised  in  local  beer, 
To  earn  betimes  the  wherewiithal  for  more 
Ambrosial  liquer,  served!  at  half  past  four 
Or  otbeir  time  that  suits  those  folk  whose  blend 
Tends  always  to  a  bitiiijg,  liquid  end. 
'Twas  here  Job  Ichabod  O'E/eillyt  stayed, 
And  plied  bertime  his  Irish  fbrebear's  trade 
Of  pipinig — in  the  style  of  later  diays— 
FkiT  Job  piped  bee:r,  instead  of  piping  lays. 
iXet  thoTiigh  he  circled  daily  with  the  cask, 

He  never  raised  a  pot;  and  none  could  ask 
Why  walks  O'Heilly  with  a  rolling  gait? 
Nbr  why  his  speech  seemed  suddenly  elate. 

2.  ' 

In  Ixlasgow  Town,  despite  its  vinous  way®, 
iGood  Templar  Ibdges  flourish  like  green  bays. 
In  Glasgow  Town,  despite^  a  world-wide  Me, 
The  Jews;  etiRl  hve  and  thrive,  as  well  as  die; 
They  have  their  jocund  days  as  well  as  ill; 
Each  gets)  his  own,  and  always  foots  hi®  bill; 
Though  soime  waste  cash,  carousing  cheek  by  jowl, 
The  many  elhun  for  aye  the  flowing  bowl; 
Tliere  g^iihers  weekly,  when  the  Monday  runs. 
The  iRechaib.  Lodge  of  Zion's  exiled  sons. 

3 

One  'To'und  Night,"   'midst  the  semi-cheerful  din, 
Job  Ichabod  O'Eeilly  handed  in 
Bm  name  for  membership The  Worthy  Chief 
4JueBtioned  the  Lodge;  his  words  were  swift  and  brief 
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With  Job's  praenomens  how  could  fellow  fail? 
No  son  of  Israel  at  ''Job"  could  rail. 
The  new-made  brother,  maugre  his  sad  trade, 
I>rank  all  hm  comrades  healths  in  lemonade, 
And  pledged  his  word  thart>  he  would  prove  a  sticker 
For  all  Good  Templar  rights,  and  scorn  su.ch  ''shiioker" 
As  whiislky,  cider,  gin  or  other  heady  liquor. 
4. 

Job  ran  his  course  from  "Outside  Ghiard"  to  "In"; 

He  shunned  the  fluid  thait  with  daily  din 

iHe  clasped  and  cared  "for,  and  with  settled  plan 

Sent  out  to  meet  the  needs  of  fellow  man; 

And  when  the  Loidgemen  grieved  about  his  oase,- 

iHe  gently  viewed  them,  with  a  gay  grimace. 

And  soitly  told  the  one  with  deepest  coffer 

If  he'd  a  better   job,  to  make  the  offer! 

(Biut  for  the  first  O'lReiUy's  whimsyi  vein 

My  tale  had  laciked  the  climax  it  may  gain;. 

Mlse  had  the  Job  of  19iOO  been 

iSteadfast  for  ever  in  his  sober  mien  ; 

And  desolation  had  not  come  to  stayi 

Amongstt  the  iRechab.  Liodge  out  Glasgow  way. 

A  joliinig  turn  the  first  O'Reily  knew; 

The  ?ateS(t  ome  inclined  that  same  unto  ^ 

The  first  upon  the  later  thru^st  his  name; 

The  latest  'whelmed  his  Lodge  in  lasting  shame. 

By  thrusting  on  their  palates,  unbeknown, 
A  potent  liquor  held  in  jars  of  stone. 


3t  was  the  ''Pound  Night"  of  the  Ilogmanay, 
And  all  the  Lodge  was  gathered  to  display 
Jn  simple  fa&hion  for  each  other's  pleasure 
The  sober  joys  that  Templars  dearest  ttreaure: 
.So  Siister  Blue  recited ;  Blancstein  sang; ; 
Vertz  played  the  harp;  the  roof  with  ''encore"  ran,g 
They  hear  how  Hahns  the  flowing  bowl  turned  down 
And  bought  his  child  new  boots;  how  Snizzlevown 
'Tripped  o'er  his  shadow  while  pursuing'  beeir, 
And  travelled  forty  yards  upon  his  ear ; 
•Of  harfrors  that  the  drunkard  dreams,  while  we 
Ebjoy  our  placid  slumbers ;  how  the  bee 
^Giartihetrs.  its  honey  'gainst  the  winiter's  wind, 
.Nlor  fears  the  waspish  death  that  drunkards  find : 
Till  in  his  chair  the  sleek  Chief  Templar  rose, 
The  health  of  Job  O'OReilly  to  propose  j 
The  Chief  spoke  earnestly,  and  praised  Job  highJIy; 
Then  all  drank  deep  the  liquor  of  O'Eeilly. 

8. 

*Twas  usquebaugh,  disguised  in  cloves  and  spices; 

'TWas  sweet  in  taste,  though  plenteous  in  its  beading; 
The  iBtrqrtiherb  Hked  its  tang  so  well,  that  ices 

And  headache  wafers  next  day  ail  were  needing; 
But  ere  ne^^t  da<y  arrived,  some  new  devices 

((Rants,  arguments,  and  twa-three  noses  bleeding) 
Were  tried  for  entertainment  of  Good  Templars 
Who  proved  for  once  a  set  of  sad  exemplars. 
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7. 

When  the  Kight  Hand  Supporter  had  drunk  two. 

And  the  Asisistant  Secretary  four, 
Healths  to  the  Brotherhood,  their  bibs  of  blue 

Were  blurred  in  vinous  light ; — and  'midst  the  roar 
Of  Inside  Guard,  in  protest,  as  he  flew 

To  save  a  Brother  dragiged  aoross  the  floor, — 
The  Lodge  from  "Harmony"  was  re-resolved, 
To  hav,e  the  riotous  enigma  solved. 

8. 

The  Ohief  proposed:  "Job  Ichabod  O'Reilly 
"iEVom  Templary  be  ostracised  forthwith." 

"Though  one  and  all  till  late  had '  prized  him  highly,. 
"And  given  him  the  grip  of  Rechab's  kith; 

'They  scarcely  could  believe  he'd  proved  so  wily; 
'^But  facts  were  facts,  and  trust  a  present  myth.'*' 

The  ostracilsim  passeid  without  one  note 

Of  protest  from  the  Brothers  who  could  vote. 

9. 

Job  Ichabod  O'lleiUy!  still  obtains! 

Alt  Glasgoiw  Brewery,  and  hoops  the  casks; 
From  cideir,  whis'Ky,  beer,  he  still  abstains, 

And  chortles  gaaly  as  he  does  his  tasks; 
But  in  the  summer's  suns  or  winfter's  rains 

Of  him  the  Lodge's  password  no  one  asks. 
In  pothouse  oircleis  now  is  found  his  fame, 
And  Hec^hab's  Sons  all  count  it  to  his  sham©, 
Levin,  May  S,  1916. 
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TWO   SPORTII^G  FIBGES. 
The  Armsirong;  Dtio. 


A   Tale    op   the  Turf. 
I  was  riding  a  s'tumer  to  order; 
My  prad  was  a  demon  to  last; 

I  reefed  at  his  head,  and  I  wished  for  more  lead, 
As  right  to  the  front  he  went  fast. 
There  v        me,    .and  a  'chaser  from  'Naki, 
The  only  fast  two  in  the  ride; 
The  others  were  slow  as  Otalki, 

And  couldn't  g'et  warm  when  they  tried, 

A  furlong  from  home  the  big  chestnut 

Oaime  at  me,  and  wasn't  I  ''dead"  ; 
T  tugged  on  my  rein  till!!  the  martin  and  chain 

Were  'rattldng  like  horses  unfed. 
"Go  on,  lad,   and  win  ift!"  I  grunted; 

But  how  did  I  feel  when  he  yelled, 
Not  me,  Johnny  Riaw!  I've  a  reef  on  his  ja,wV^ 

So  I  "sqiiizzed"  them  behind  us,  and  said: 

*'Them  blighters  back  there'll  never  foot  it; 

It's  me  or  its  you  for  the  diba  r 
If  'I'  land  hoTTie  'firse'  I'll  be  meat  for  the  heai^,'' 

''Weill.  I'm  just  the  same!"  savs  his  nibs; 
We  were  galloping  shoulder  to'  shoulder ; 

His  elbonvs  were  crowding  his  b'read ; 
I  saw  it  was  h^rd  work  to  hold  her: 

"Go  on,  or  I'll  dot  you!"  I  said. 

"Yc«u  dot  me?"  veiled  Armstrong  the  Second; 

Pull  up,  and  I'll  soon  settile  you!" 
But  while  this  went  on  we  were  bowling  along, 

And  very  near  landing  the  ,glue. 
A  ''stipe"  in  the  straight  standing  handy 

I  spies  ;  we  both  raises  the  stick 
And  hard  on  our  leathe^i-  we  both  lands  together 
And  pulls  on  one  rein— an  old  trick. 


■He  ")uinps  mine,  and  mine  his— two  dandies— 

Ihe  horses  grunte  ready  to  burst. 
*'\re:i,  strike  me  Kerene,  that's  a  dandy  in  green!" 

He  ori-es;.  "It'e  'our'  protest,  at  worst!'* 
And  while  w©  were  strait'ning  our  mounts  up, 

And  "sparring  for  wind,"  as  they  say, 
Thrce-legs-and-a-swiiniger  that  raced  as  Aldinger 

Gets  paist  ue,  and  landed  the  hay. 

"Get  in  with  a  p'rotest!"  ci:ie>  Wj^jep  j 
Alf,  Aldck,   and  punters'  gp.Iore.  .,!^ 
r>-/''My  boss"  s«,ye  "(No;  protests  is . silly t 
'^Fxi't  uip  with  a  beating,  though  ;.^or^!" 
T!he  owner  from  'Naki  thought  ditto  j      .      ..  -  ,  T-sfi' 

Ten  magjS'  drew  their  diividends.,  great-; 
Two  Armstronj^  got  off  with  a  caution ;  ., I' 
r .  And  I  still  "had.  my  name  on  the  slate!" 

Ifevin,  Januiary,  1917.  ..  :    ,  />■ 
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The   Sea  Cotirse  Steeplechase. 

Ihe  jcdkey  who  rode  old  Commotion, 

And  landed  home  dirs;-,  on  the  rails, 
With  joy  on  his  chiv.,  collected  his  div. ; 

Then  handed  round  whiskies  and  alas. 
He  bodght  a  cerulean  waitscoat ; 

ile  took  his  be&^  girl  to  the  play ; 
But  worn  out  by  wasting— and  maybe  by  ''tasting"-— 

He  found  himse'lf  far  from  O.K. 

80  la  trip  jo  the  seaside  hei  ven»:ured, 

And  there  nought,  but  ozone  drank  he; 
He  swaim  and  he  paddled,  till  trouble  skedadelled 

And  daily  he  chorVded  Avith  glee. 
O'er  sand-wasites  and  marshes  he  tramped  it; 

He  slept  when  he  chose,  did'  McNieh; 
With  nose  to  the  tide  and  his  mou|':h  open  wide, 

Hi|3  snoring  affrighted  the  fish. 

Wit.h  good  food  he  daily  extended 

His  veei'i ;  no  choice  dish  would  he  shirk ; 
One  da,y  (while  he  snored)  he  was  making  a  hoard 

With  fees  that  he  earned  "riding  work"  ; 
But  his  tTack  wa^s  the  sea,  and  his  ''neddieis" 

Were  tailed  from  their  wais1';s  to*  good-by©: 
^Twi:s  on  dolphins  he  rode;  and,  for  use  as  ta  goad, 

A  5word;fish  was  strapped  to  his  thigh, 

Mac  sprinted  four  furlongs — through  w^ater— 

On  a  dolphin  broUighl':  fresh  from  a  fa'rm 
Far  under  'he  sea,  where  mermen  roved  free, 

And  touts  never  caused  an  alarm. 
''Stretch  out  for  a  mile  on  this  fish  herel" 

A  fish-trainer  said  throiu,gh  his  jowls; 
'^He's  a  dog-fish ',s;  whelp,  but  he's  straight  off  the  k«lpt 

"So  swim  him  half-pace,  if  he  rolte!" 

Mac  Tode  to  instruiotions,  and  pleased  them: 
A  Sporting  Young  Shark  cried,  ''Old  Fish", 

''You  ride  pretty  sound!  sprint  my  dolphin  once  round 
"You're  on!"  remarked  Steeper  MoNish.  .   ■  • 

But,  just  ^as  he  rushed  at  a  hurdle. 


A  dogfisli  strayed  on  to  the  track; 
McNisli  with  his  saw  slashed  the  "dog"  in  the  msLW, 
And  landed  hie  dolphin  eiafe  baok. 

He  "put  lihro'Uigh  their  paces"  two  dozen 

Of  dolphin,  and  proved  their  back  fin 
Convenient  to  rest  on  ,eiach  time  thivt  he  pr€(ssed  on 

Has  mounj'js  toi  "give  proof  they  could  win"; 
On©  dolphin  unruly,  that  bolted, 

Hie  stopped,  with  his  sword  in  ite  side  ; 
In  stillness  extended,  he  deemed  !:he  sight  splendid 

Ais  there  ooiruscating  it  died. 

Fish-trainers  in  dozens  implored  him 

To  take  their  re):aiiners  to.  ride; 
M^QiC)  singled  ou;t  one  as  the  man  for  his  mon. ; 

They  signed  on  a  plaice-fish's  hide; 
A  losing-ride  price  he  just  scoffed  ajt— 

'Twats  oneMtwo-oir-three,  for  a  fee; 
He  knew  not  whiat  fear  meant!  'tjjr^as  win  or  don  cerement 

(A  modem  Fred  Archer  was  he). 

The  Oceanside  Hack  Hace  (a  "steeple") 

Was  cloBe  on  three  miles  through  the  blue; 
The  ^'hencoop"  was  Bhelly;  first  fence  a  whale's  belly; 

Then  over  a  sea-stream  (or  through). 
They;  todk  the  word '''Oto!"  from  a  Sculler; 

A  iLobister  was  clerk  of  the  course; 
They'd  boiled  him,  to  make  him  true-ootlor, 

And  set  him  astride  a  (sea)  hoi^se. 

A"  Porpoise  supplied  Miac  mth  Iegging&; 

Has  tirouserB  a  Purpura  dyed; 
Of  flyirg-fish  wings  was  his  saddle;  and  rings 

Flor  his  ma-rtin.  t^o  Dories  supplied. 
Pis  jacke^  of  sponge-cloth,  dependent 

With  passementerie  pearls  black  and  rare. 
Was  off-set  by  sea-flowers,  resplendent, 
As  •ol/ore,  entwined  in  his  hair. 


They  raced  through  ^.n  ichthyosaurus 
That  died  befbre  sport  was  begun ; 
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His  ribs  were  so  wide  that         dolphins  in&ide 

Were  swimming  abreast — ev'ry  one. 
''Two^  equid  jl  get'  plaioed?"  C3iried  a  Catfish 

That  j  oickeyed  'lon^ide  of  McNieh ; 
''I|t's  goldfish  to  .plaice  you'll  be  out  of  the  race," 

<J»ur  dreamer  replied  to  "tbait"  fish. 

Three  dolphins  turned  tail  at  'tlie  ''big  fence" — 

A  bank  df  mudnoys'tiers,  piled  high — 
And  a  jibbing  yioung:  fiteh  balif-un|seated  M'oNlish 

By  flicking  a  tail  in  his  eye; 
But  never  despairing,  nor  swerving, 

He  raced  his  mount  on  for  the  stake; 
The  pace  grew  a  craeker ;  each  pisca.tor  backer 
Was  gaping  for  joy  in  his  wake. 

The  ''finish"  he  rode  wais  tremendous: 

His  ifish  tkook  the  "hencoop"  so  free 
Thaf.  the  Trumpet-fish  Band    played  '*  Beet  in  the  Land," 

And  A  OMullet  threw  sand,  in  his  glee. 
The  'Prince  Oif  the  Nlarwhak  acclaimed  him ; 

The  Shoal    hailed    him   "Bonserine  Bloke!"  

But  a  stone  in  his  rib  "took  the  wind  from  his  jib," 

And  wi;:h  pains  in  his  side  he  awoke. 

Levin,  January  6,  1917. 


The  Baal  Purpose  Cow. 

Thd®  is  the  tale  of  0''Orady's  '•Fairy"  — 
Ueed  for  the  plough,  and  eke  the  dairy, 

Maugre  objections  by  Mrs.  O' Grady, 
Couched  in  language  unfitting  a  lady. 

^"J^'airy"  was  Mrs.  O' Grady's  lot; 
Mr.  O' Grady  called  her  "Spot.") 

So  when  milking  at  morn  was  over 
**Spot"  trod  furrows,  instead  of  clover. 

Plouigjbed  till  the  strain  of  the  double  duty 
Robbed  her  of  peace, — and  her  bovine  beauty. 

Yielded  milk  till  her  bones  shewed  through 
Hide  made  bare  iby  the  loafl  she  drew. 

Then  quoth  O'' Grady:  "This  milking  must  stop; 
*'Spot's  for  the  plough;  let  the  butterfat  drop!" 

"You  and  yer  plow!"  his  helpmeet  said — 
(Jamming  the  mlkpail  over  his  head), 

I>riving  it  down  with  a  plump,  strong  fist- 
P'raps  t^hat  uU  taehe  yez  ter  hould  yer  whist.'* 

'■'Thait's  yer  game,  is  ut?"  Terence  cried, 
^Raising  the  pail — with  an  ear  inside — 

"Future  that  cow' 11  be  mine  alone; 
"Milking 's  what's  making  her  skin  and  bone!" 

But  for  a  ohauige  in  Fairy  shown. 
Angrier  still  had  this  quarrel  grown, 

And  telling  the  deeds  had  spread  my  verse 
Siriffcly  from  poor  to  worse  and  wdrse, 


Taking  hurdles  of  truth  in  my  stride, 
TeiUdng  of  blows  and  abraded  hide, 

Pilinjg  up  incidents!^ — tail  on  chine — 
Also  my  earningis  at  foiirpence  a  line, 

(Terms  by  "The  Bulletin''  reckoned  enough 
When  I  was  younger  and  wi|)te  better  stuff) ; 

But  erei  the  argument  hotter  could  grow 
Mister  O' Grady  and  Missis  also 

Oried  toigtether,  "Ochone  the  day! 

"Spot  do  be  gone  from  the  world  away!" 

Deaid  in  the  bail  poor  Sxxnt  lay  there, 
Sacrificed  by  a  warring  pair. 

Farmers  the  moral  find  plain  enow:— 
^Ware  of  tire  dual  purpose  cow. 

Levin,  September,  1913. 
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Verses  from  Down  the 

Line. 

Sonnet  to  M.C.B. 

A  sweet  emotion  from  my  soul  is  welling 

Oh  lonely,  loving  wife.      Though  torn  apart, 

Siill  do  we  live — ^and  leal  hemt  to  heart 
Beats  out  our  song  of  hope  and,  clam'rous  swelling, 
Snibdueis  Depression's  sinister  out-welling 

Of  formless  fears  that  impotent  depart 

(And  leave  for  future  voyage  a  rookless  chart) 
Beyond  the  depths  where  Misery  was  dwelling. 
Since  thy  pure  love  has  won  me  this  uplifting — 

Dowered    me    with    greater    fortitude,    and  pride 
In    thy  sweet    self  —  and  my    resolve  unshifting 

To  face  unflinchingly  whate'er  betide: 
Clearly   I     see   tlie    darker    oloudB    fast  rifting, 

And    joy    on    earth    and     heaven    for    us  abide. 

Porirua,  July  4,  1914. 


Courage. 


Fate  is  tlie  Moloch  of  the  Lost— 

On  sand  her  tane  is  built/ — 
And  at  her  shrine  a  iiolocaust 

Of   martyr  blood  is  spilt : 
Though  hea  'c  and  brain  united  je 

To  dare  iCoincidence, 
Man's  craivei  faith  in  Destiny 
O'ermasteris'  "saner"  sense. 

Yet  some  tthere  be  who  Fate  defy. 

And  see  her  buclcram  clad ; 
Who  face  the  night  with  courage  higli,- 

And  maike  eaohi  n.@ontide  glad : 
No  horrent  visions  daunt  the  minds 

That  grapple  with  their  fears 
And  hurl  them  to  the  hiurtling  winds 

That  shriek  of  vanished  years. 

iSo  those  may  weep  whose  ready  tearis 

fProoIaim  them  wealk  of  soul, 
And  8orrow  furnish  forth  their  biers 

Ere  Ddath  need  take  his  toll: 
He  hest  shall  die  and  bravebt  lire 

Whose  coiurage  dares  the  day, 
Thofugh  Fate  her  Nes'sus  gifts  may  give' 

And  Atropas  betray. 


Porinia,  July  22,  li 
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Chronicie  Corner- 
pieces. 

Perhaps  some  apoiogs'  is  needed  for  the  mciuK.'on  here 
of  the   ''Chroniole  Co'rnerpieces"   which  f otllow ;   for  they 
were  written  hurriedly  in  every  instance,  to'  fill  the  maw 
of  a  da^iSly  njewepaper.      If  I,  say  that  I  include  them 
becati^  I  lake  tihem  better  than  I  do  some  of  my  more- 
consadened    work,    I  "do  but   state    truth;  but   there  are 
reasons  apart.      AVhen   I  published,   in  1914,  a  political 
siatire  entitled  "The  Triumph  of  Brass,"  I  sold  seventy 
copies  in  Levin  (a  towji'  of  1600'  inhabitant.^:)  and  not  one 
further  co>piy  in  the  whole  of  New  Zealand !      The  sapitent 
firm  of  New  Zei^la^n<i  publishers  which     had  undertaken 
tie;  pubKslh  the,  pamphtet  throughout  New  Zealand  in  so 
many    words   exicused    themselves    from    circulating  the 
pamphlet  by  .saying  that   "it  wa/?  not  bulky  enou^  for 
sixpence."      I  had  an  idea  at  the  time  that  failure  to 
publish  the  pamphlet  properly  was  due  to  the  fact  that 
it  attadked  the  Grovernment  of  the  diay  and   its  three 
(Cerberus)  heads ;  a  crime  now  tho  ught  heinous :  a  placing 
hands  on  the  political  shekinah  of  New  Zealand's  smug 
mediocritieis.       But  I  run  no  risks  toi-day ;   and,   as  ten 
pages  and  two  covers  are  "not  bulky  enough  for  sixpence" 
-thirty  pages  two  covers  and  one  preface  woiiild  not  sufl5o© 
in  a  wofrt  publdshed  at  eigihteenpence !     So  the  Chronicle 
*'Oomerpieicels  go  in  as  makeweigjits! 


Some  LtinerScks. 

HE   COUEfTED  DISASTER. 

A  Sassenach,  armed  to  the  teeth, 
Sought  trust  and  tight  trousers  in  Leith — 
Where  neither  is  found — 
He's  six  fert  underground, 
With  kilts  on  his  gravestone  for  wreath. 


whs:   SAM    KEPT  POOR. 


Hiuw  sad  iis  tiie  taile  of  Sam  Floozit, 
"VViio  nt;vieir  made  wealth  but  he'd  lose  it: 

He  fagged  his  poor  brains, 

Pianning  wonderful  gains; 
But  each  .separate  shilling- — he'd  booze  it! 

THE    WHITE  WAiLiIiAlRiOO. 

An  emigrant  Hai'ry  Ainiu 
Located    at  Bunnamaigoo, 
With  frenzy  grew  bald 
When  he  heard  himrelf  called 
Albino  Japan  W^allaroo. 

AND   CHARLES    WALKED  QUEBRiLY.. 

Chiaj'lefe  Antimacassar  (MiacShane 
I>rank  whisky  tio  moisten  his  brain 
To  such  lan  ex'tent  ' 
That  wherever  he  went 
He  wi'tnes'?'ed  a  rolling  terrain. 

Contentment. 

Work,  when  needs  are,  Avith  hearty  will  > 
Play  when  timeis  suit,  and  reckon  still 
Too  miuch  of  ^either  faulte  the  billl : 

'Do  each  the  be-t  he  can. 
Life  is  a  twist  'of  stress  and  sloth 
Each  day  foir  those  who  know  that  both 
In  proper  sequence  make  best  growth 

Of  true  content  for  m^an. 

A  special  pudl  when  needs  demand 
Is  due  from  lev'ry  working  band, 
But  folk  who   ''never"   slack  lose  sand 

And  finish  far  from  frisky : 
"The  Man  Who  Pang  The  Dubbo  Shed" 
Put  itn  the  next  six  weeks  in  bed — 
Through  working  past  his  strength,  some  said,- 
Thooigh  others  blanied  the  whisky. 


October  19,  1915. 


The  Tree  of  Liberty 


'When  Bitten  By  A  Lion,  Kick  The  Bog.  —A  brand-new 
proYietrjb  with  a,  miioral  that  some  will  miss. 

In  Laws  and  Regulations 

iMiea's  tongues  iind  double  tie ; 
They  gain  no  ddspensations 

Who  would  unmask  a  lie ; 
HoighHpdaced  we  find  the  ranter, 

And  spurned  the  man  of   brains ; 
:Whio  (grovels  mot,  instanter, 

H'ats  (prison  for  his  pains ; 
Since  I>anieds  come  to  judgment 
"Greet  with  a  loud  guffaw 
"lEadh  piPotest-  'gains-t  the  fudgment 

That  masquerades  as  law. 
So  wijiffcs  the  Tree- of  Liberty, 

,'RJingbaJr'ked  by  officed  fools 
Whosie  braiuls  ^are  of  a.  quadity 

'Mlore  meet  in  German  tools. 
Long;  Jlife  to  British  Liberty — 

Not  the  New  Zealand  brand — 
"Ours"  is  a  seeming  Upas  tree 
That  desoQateis  the  land. 
Some  rulers  rule  that  Liberty 

M^uist  be  subservienit 
To   Gofvenimiental-made  deoree, 

[FVee  stpeech  to  circumvent, 
liong  life  to  British  Liberty 

(By  Plali'as'  self  endowed) ; 
"Ours"  iis  the  Cbuntryi  of  the  Free! 

Oheeor,  brothers.  With  The  Orowd!!! 
iPor  if  against  them  you  should  cheer, 

Ylofurs  is  a  deadly  sin 
That  me^-its  elongated  ear 

And  optic  punched  well  in! 

Tji^vin,  March,  1917. 


The  Sporting  "  Flaxic." 

SavlE   DAYS    BEFORE  ,  TRENTHAM. 


In  Shannon,  Buckley,  Kereru, 

And  all  along  the  creek,  , 

The  Sports  are  pAing  up  xlieii'  .gilue, 

And  conning  weights  by  iiush-light  blue: 
'1  ne  raoes  come  next  week 

"Lady  Lou  Wheezer"  is  the  ciry 

Of   folk  who  know  a  reascm  why; 

"That.  C'ld  INew  iork  is  n.t.b." 

A  rider-out  toid  me. 

"Tliat  Cherry  Blossom's  bound  to  bloom; 
";She  is  a  mare  chat  can't  run  stoom!'* — 

(I  heard  this  ^n  the  train). 
"Watch  Araiake  second  day! 
(A  flaxmiii  man  to  me  did  say) 

"You'L  see  him  win  again'. 
"Old  Darby  Paul  wijll  se.e  'em  through 
"When  mud  is  thick  as  saddler's  glue; 
"He  'battles  all  the  way. 

"He's  done  no  fives  in  62  ; 
"But  when  he's  got  four  mile  to  do, 
"He  leads  'em  all  astray!" 
I  asked  him  would  he  back  them  all; 
On  me  he  let  his  sad  glance  fall. 
"No,  do  me  puce!"   he  bridling:  said, 
"I'm  weighing  out  my  weekly  lead 

For  stooms  I  baicked  last  May!" 
"But  if  YOU  go  down  Trentham  way, 
"You'H  find  it  dinkum  what  I  say: 
^  '  'The  iShannon  maire  is  hard  to  beat : 
"The  old  bay  'chaisie>r  jumps  a  treat; 
"Put  in  your  brass,  and  dcn't  be  cowed; 
He'll  line  the  jing-banged  colored  oroiwd!" 
I  left  him  still  erupting  phrase 
And  owing  coin  to  other  days. 

Levin,  July,  1916, 


HOME    PROM  OTAKI. 

Last  night  I  saw  the.,  flaxmiii  hand ; 

Long  was  his  £aice,  and  sad. 
Hie  said,  "Old  Sp^rt,  L'vie  done  me  dough! 
The  local  prads-  were  adl  too  slow; 


The  Trienthams  beat  *em  bad! 
I  put  my  load  on  SplendiduB— 
He  couldn't  gallop  woirtb  a  cuss; 

Aext,  Birkenetta  was  the  tip; 
She  led  half  way,  but  funked  the  whip ; 
Ten  bob  on  Silver  Monarch  went ; 
Hfe  couldn't  wiih  a  ciopper  cent ; 
So  last  I  punted  Merry  Gain  ; 
rue  finished  fifth,  land  caused  me  pain ; 
In  fact,  each  horse  I  chose  to  back 
Bumped  ha'rd  and  lieavy  down  the  traek. 
So  you'H  not  see  me  grace  Levin, 
Next  Thursday,  with  my  flaxen  skin, 
Unless  the  boss  hands  out  my  screw 
Two  days  before  it's  falling  due. 
But  put  your  beans  on  Foxton's  horse ; 
You'iil  see  him  ramping  down  the  course. 

With  ethers  whipping  in. 
That  Blanko  sprinter  Gught  to  score ; 
So  will  the  horse -  with  iron  "jore'' — 

If  Ctutesort  wants  some  tint 
Some  horses  seem  to  "do  their  dasb'* 
Whenever  lots  of  public  cash 

On  them  the  tote  is  showing; 
But  when  the  publiic  takes  a  rest, 
They  gallop  till  the  very  best 

Can't  see  the  way  they're  going!! 
He  winked  a  vinous  eye  at  me ; 
"Seats,  please!"  the  guard  called,  cheerily; 
The  engine  gave  a  warning  toot, 
And  bore  him  off  to  earn  more  "hoot." 


Levin,  September,  1916. 


5^^ 


A  Chronicle  Pastoral. 

WiLh  recrudescent  grOwi  and  eroak,  ■ 

Levin  now  g'reets  her  Winter  rain   

-out   joy  is  with  the  farmer  folk  :  ,  , 

X  or  iieids  are  growing  green  .again, 
xne  covvs,  weJl-rugged,  in  comfort  'bide;  , 

iheir  Danae  show^l'.s  falC  .twice  a  day.. 
And  on  the  milk-pail's  scalded  sides 

J3eat  out  a  joyous  roundelay. 
While  days  are  wet,  the  boys  husk  maize ; 

Bad  holds  mam's  wool,  and  she  winds  slick;  - 
The  hired  man  views,  l^jfe's  tangled  ways 
In  magazines  or  ''Deadwood  Dick"; 
Each  girl  her  glory-box  must  see 

Ana  giimp.-e  a  fuiure,  gaily  briglit. 
When  sweethearts  now  .will  husbands  be — 

And  stay  to  supper  ev'ry  night! 
So  runs  the  rune  where  ^'dlk  sow  seeds  ; 

Where  haysta'clis  rise,  and  w^inter  roots 
Are  stored,  to  meet  the  latent  needs 

When  Father  Frost  nips  ail  green  shoots.  - 

But  where  the  istock  g'r6w3  'ank'  and  lean. 

Through  hope  deferre^d  while' seeking  swede; 
Or  searching  till  their  eyes  g^ow^  diin 

To  gaiin  one  rib-extending  feed : 
The  housewife's  eye  in  sorrow  melts, 

The  faiTnor  savs  ''Levin  is  rotten!'' 
The  poor  boys  tighten  up  their  belts! 

The  ipoor  girls'  joys  are  all  forgotten! 
Tile  baker  calls  but  once  a  week — 

And  waits  for  "something  on  account'^ — 

Till  from  his  dwindling  purjie,  once  sleek, 
The  fa.rmer  dips  a  small  amount. 

Sio  thosie  who  farm  in  slothful  way, 

Perforce  must  "dree  their  weird"  in  rain,- 
And  flounder  through'  a  slushy  May 

To  meet  grim  want  in  June  again. 


Levin,  May,  1916. 


Miscellaneous. 


Gyrambo,  Gyroosh  and  Gyrah. 

Baby  boy  come  from  my  drowsy  Geelong — 

Wiaking  and  crowing  all  day — 
Father  is  dhoTtling  a  whimsical  song; 

Hark  to  his  queer  roundelay : 
•Jump  to  the  moon  and  reach  out  tor  a  star ; 
Pul'l  down  a  comet  and  fling  it  afar ; 
'Ware  of  the  cat  with  her  'head  in  the  jar— 

Gyrambo,  gyroosh  and  gyrah ! 

Mother  is  trying  to'  coax  him  to  sleep : 

Widier  he  opens  his  eyes — 
(Never  a  nod  since  the  sun's  primal  peep) 

Always  looking  so  wise : 
(Never  aware  of  the  time  of  the  day.) 
Pass  him  the  cat,  to  he  stroked  the  wrong  way; 
Or  poor  sister's  ear,  to  he  stretched  in  his  play — 

Gyrambo,  gyroosh  and  gyrah. 

"Baby  boy,  back  to  his  sleepy  Geelong : 

Tired  of  the  cat;  and  his  toes: 
Tired  of  the  outing ;  and  tired  of  the  song ; 

Tired — as  ev'ryone  knows! 
Cry  for  a  minute,  and  sleep  for  a  night ; 
"Bream  of  to-morrow,  and  wake  with  the  light; 
Sleep  is  the  queen  who  puts  ev'rything  right: 

Gyrambo,  gyroosh  and  gyrah. 


*Levin,  1916. 
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A  "Coansel    of  Perfection." 


He  who  with  Sorrow  sups  igets  Grief  for  guerdon. 
And  goes  with  heart  bowed  down  beneath  the  burden; 

"While  he  who  sports  ,with  Joy  gets  all  the  blisses-: 
Good  times,  good  health,  goqd.  spirits  too — and  kisses. 

To  each  what  he  desires  the  Gods  supply — 
So  choose  ye  Bliss,  and  let  Black  Grief  go  by. 

Death  surely  comes  to  Misanthrope  and  Merry, 
And  each  must  pay  his  toll  on  Charon's  ferry. 

And  since  beyond  lhat  ferry  none  ha,ve  scanned. 
He  shows  good  sense  who  grasps  the  joys  to  hand. 

Wellington,  1909. 
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Re  Jones,  Deceased. 

Wasfcred  Jcnes  of  drink  lay  ' dead — 

Dead,  unburiecl,  and  unrespected — 
lOlTcling  CTOws  w-ere  overhead ; 

Iguianas  their  chance  rejected. 
**Wondrous  energies  misdirected"  ; 

iDrop  a  tear  for  Wastrel  Jones  ; 
C!ion«  to  the  devil,  as  all  expected; 

Mi^~'pent  yenis  make  unmoumed  bones. 

Jones  (deceased)  was  no  man's  cs^(}, 

Jones  (dieceased)  was  spurned  by  many, 
liitfje  was  viile  that  he  would  not  dare, 

iSquandered   his  wealth  to  the  final  penny, 
Fo'und  F'cme  friends  in  the  liquor  tide, 

Ijooked  for  none  when  the  drought  was  on  him, 
liDrank  and  isuffered,  r  and  suffering  died : 

Such  the  guerdon  his  in&tincts  won  him. 

iBrains  had  he  to  plan  and  scheme, 

Eke  Ifor  good  oi  for  eril  doing; 
V&Pvei  for  action  and  lymph  for  drea^m, 

.Heart  for  jo)y  and  souil  for  ruing; 
Mtad  onoe  brilliant,  delumed  in  night, 

iDtegradation  its  normal ,  tense. 
Jot  hy  fugitivje  gleams  of  light, 

Having  genesis  Grod  knows  whence. 

**!Nci  <one's  enemy  sar^e  his  own"^!._ 

Save  his  own,  and  some  youngsteite  tainted ; 
M-o«ling  in  misery,  hcfpleless  grown, 

IDowered  with  trends  fr'om      source  unsainted. 
l>rop  a  tear  for  Wastrel  Jones 

(Two  fc^r  the  kidfe — may  the  State  assist  'em!) 
I*ood  liis  ftesh  and  dust  his  bones — 

Filling  his  part  in  God's  sad  system. 
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iMoiralfi  are  many.      Who  has  the  mind 

Take®  his  pick  from  the .  wel-filled  basket ; 
Trend?     heiredity?  predestined? 

He  must  answer  who  dares  to  ask  it. 
Springs  of  action  from  dead  men  flow, 

Miortmain  holding  a  sure  pre-emption ; 
Some  break  bonds,  and  their  Fate  overthrow; 

Solne  a/re  fettered  beyond  redemption. 

WeliHngton,  N.Z.,  1906;'"' 


November  in  Australia. 

Pied  with  resurgences  of  Tanquished  greys 

That  fled  'neath  Springs  green  wand;  while  Summer lildes 

In  desert  ways  where  fell  mira^ge  derides 
The  trar'Uer  famishing  in  heat  and  haze; 
Austral  November  links  her  devious  ways 

Through  storm  and  calm,  through  snow  that  melts  and 
glides 

To  streams  pellucid — where  the  swallow  bides — 
Or  half-reluctant  scours  the  mountain  sides. 
Here  grey-green  waves  from  Bass's  Strait  outdriven 

Roll  on  to  seek  a  kindlier  sea  betime; 
There  sponge  from  Thursday  Island  caverns  rivep 

On  York's  broad  cape  lies  jetson  cold  with  rime. 
And  polar  waves  'gainst  equatorial  driven 

Proclaim  November  child  of  ev'ry  clime. 

Levin,  November  21,  1913. 


A  Translation  from  Horace. 


THE  22nd  ODE  ("INTEGER  VITAE.") 
THE   LIFE  UNBLEMISHED. 

Whose  life  is  pure,  nor  leans  to  crime, 
Oh,  J^u^cus,  forth  may  safely  go 
And  on  hus  shoulder  beai-  no  bow, 
,iSo  pCLSoned  arrow  speed,  nor  throw 

Fell  Mooi:.Bh  darts  in  any;  clime. 

Whether  o'er  Syrtes'  stormy  i^and 

He  maker>  slow  ways  through  swirling  waves 
Towards  Caucasus,  or  questing  strays 
In  land  of  ifabled  thimgs  where  la.ves 

Hydaspe^s'  waters  on  her  strand. 

Not  arms  alone  from  danger  ward : 

Past  Sahin-e  Woods  while  late  I  strayed,  , 
With  Lalage,  my  laughing  maid, 
i  sang,  by  danjgeir  undismayed, 
And  watchful  walked,  her  charms  to  guard. 
And,  lo!  a  gianjt  wolf  in  sigjht 
Beyond  the  woods  I  did  eepy. 
I  was  unarmed;  and  yeit  did  fly 
The  wolf  from  me.      With  danger  nigh 
Mian  s  sureest  sliield  is  ooinscious  might. 
Love  still  my  refuge  sure  shall  prove 
When  ills  oppress  or  dangeris  wait; 
When  joys  are  full  or  blisses  great; 
In  desert  drear  or  fruitful  etiate-— 
He  little  lacks  who  loves  his  love. 
Far  from  my  farm  in  fiabian  Wood, 

Place  me:  where  houses  there  are  none,  

Scorched  'neath  the  chariot  of  the  sun,— - 
Or  cold,  where  clouds  for  ever  dun 
Ohill  and  eulbdue  the  wanderer's  blood. 

Here,  i^ere  or  any  chance-brought  spot  

WTiether  at  home  I  stav,  or  rove  

My  Lalagfe  shall  be  my  love; 
Her  laughter  sweet  my  charm  shall  prove;: 
Her  prattle  sweet  shall  cheer  my  lot. 


li&viji,  June,  1917. 


